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THE 

COMPLAINT. 

ISiUQHT THE FIRST. 
Lifey Xkatkjt and Immortality* 

To the Right Honour Afitfi 

Arthur Onslow,£/^; 

Speaker of the Hoy^ of Commons. 

]iiti -like the W(N;ld, hifr re^ Vifit psjB 
WhereFprtQn* iim3^ i th« Wrttdu^^ he for" 
Swifton his dqway PimoB fifes from W^e^ , [fake»j , 
.And lights oa]^ u^Ujr'd ynxh a Teap* ' 

From fhort (asufiud) and dii^rb^dRdpoj(c«. 
I wake:: How^ha^^ they« ^liiOtYftdSe n^iwxctii 
"Yet that were vain, if Dreams infeft tha Grave; 
I wake^ emerging frofii a Sea of Dre^BS 
Tumultuous ;, w here my wrcck'dj dcfgpn<Jii)t.Th^tigh.) 
J^rom Wave to Wave of fanffd Mifery, 
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6 the COMPLAINT: Night L 

At random drove, her Helm of Reafon loft. 

The* now reftor'd, *tis only Change of Pain, 

(A bitter Change !) fevcrer for fevere. 

The Day too Ihort for my Diftrefs ! and Nigbfj 

Even in the Zenith oi her dark Domain, / , , 

Is Sunfhine^ to the Colour of my Fate.. . • . 

Nighty, fable Goddefs ! froto her Ebon Throne, . 
In raylefs Majefty, now ftretches forth 
Her leaden Sceptre o'er a (lumbVing World.. 
SiUnce, bow dead 1 and Darknefsi how prcrfbun4 f 
Nor Eye, nor lift!mng Ear an Objed finds ; 
Creation fleeps. *Tis, asthe^enVal Pulfe , 
Of Lifeibod ftill, and Nature made a Paufc j 
Aii aweful Paiife ! prophetic of her Enci,^ 
And let her Prophecy be foon fulfilled y 
Fate ! drop the Curtain ^,^ I can lofe no more^ 

'Silmc€^mdiyiirknefs}i6\trhxi Sifters 1 TwmS; \ 

From zxiXitnt Nighty who nurfe the tender Thought 
To RsafoHy and on Reafm build Refolvtj - » • 

(That Columi> of true Majefty in Man)' 
Aflift me : I ^fi^ll thank you in the Grave; '^ 
The Grave, your Kingdom : There tliis Frame Ihall fall 
A Vidim facrcd to your dreary Shrine. ' ■ 
But what are ye ? TH O U^ who didft put to Flight 
Primaeval ^knccj when the Morning-Stars, 
Exulting, Ihoutcd o'er the rifing Ball ; 
O T H OU r whofc Word from foUd Darknefs ftnick 

That ^ 
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Ofk Lifcy Deaths' and Immi>rtali^\ - 7 

That Spark, the Sun; ftrike Wifdom from my Soul) 
My Soul, which flies to thce> her Tnlft, her Trcafure^ . 
As Mifers to their Gold, while others reft. 

Thro' this Opaque ot itature^ and 6f Seut^ 
This double Night, tranimit one pitying Ray, 
To lighten, and to chear. O kad my Mind, 
(A Niind that fain would wander from its Woe) 
Lead it thro' various Scenes of Ufe^ and De^tii 
And from each Scene, the nobleft Truths inlpire^ 
Nor lefs infpire my Conduffy than my Sofig ; 
Teach my beft Rcafon, Reafon; my befrWill 
Teach Rectitude ; and fix my firm Refolve 
Wiidom to wed, and pay her long Arrear 1 
Nor let the Phial of thy Veng^ance^ pour'd 
On thid devoted Head^ be poured in vaitf« 

The Bell ftrikcs One. We take no Note of Timei 
But from its Lois/ To g^vc it then a Tongue^ 
Is wife in Man» As if an Angel fpoke^ 
I feel the folemn Sound. If heard arigjbti 
It is the XMl of my departed Hours : 
Where are they ? With the Years beyond the I^lodd. 
It is the Signal that demands DiQ>atcfa f 
How much is to be done ? my , Hopes and Fear^ 
Start up alarm'd, and o*er Life's narrow Verge 
Look down-*on what i A fathomlefs Abyft ; 
A dread Eternity ! how furely fmn< J 
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8 7;&? COMPLAINT: Night L 

And tan Eternity belong to me, 

Pocfr Fehfionelr oii tkt Boundes of an Hour ? 

How popr, how rich, how abjedb, how auguft. 
How compHcafe,* hoW* iifbriderfui; is Man ? 
How paflSig woncler 3ttE, who made him luch ? 
Who centred in our Wake fuch ftrangeExtifemes? 
From ditf^itnt Natures marvelbiifly mixt, 
Conneaibn t^tqu^tt pf SiX^^ \ ^ 

Diftingfiiife^ Unk in Beiilg's endlMs Chain f 
Midway frorti Nethhig to th^ T^eity f 
A Beam eihdriai folly •d; and abforferf V 
Tho* fully'd', and diffebnoiir^d, fti'll Divine ? 
Dim Miniatu^e'df Gteatheffi abfolute !' 
An Heir of^Glory \ k frail Chilii of liuft P 
Heljplefs Immortal'! %£c&: in/imri ^ ^■'- 
A Worm f a God ! — I tremble at myfelf. 
And- lit myfelF am folt-f At home a^Strahgcr, 
Thought wanders-u^ aifitt^tfw'li^ ful'pris^Ji'^ia^ 
And wondering at har^^: Hb^ Sfioafoii reds ! 

O whataMirifteletO'Mte liMaA^- '' -■ 

Triumphantly diftreft^ i v»*«t Joy, *hat l^readr! 
Alttrnii^^f^t^^ ...... 

What can prefemre *my iife^' or ulrftftc* dfefttoy ?''■ 
An An^s' Arm cai?tVnatch mtftorA thcGraye; 
Legions oP:Aiigeh^ CatiVcoAfittetee There: 

;Tis paft Conjeftore ; all fKSlgs yac iri Proof : 
While' o'er my Limbs Skefi; foft Dominion fpread. 

What. 
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Cn Life^ Deaths and Immortality. 9 
What, tho'mySoirfphantaftkMcafbtestirod 
O'er Fairy Fields ^ or moum'd along the Gtoom^- t - 
Of pathlefs Woods ; or down the craggy Steep ^ 

Hurrd headlong, fwam with Pain the manded Pool ; 
Or fcard the CKff ; or danc'd on hollbw^ Winds; 
With antic Shapes, wild Nafltives of the Brain ^ - ' ' 
Her ceafeleft Flight, tho* devious, fpeaks herNalturtr 
Of fubder Effence than the trodden Clod j 
Aftive, aerial, 'towering, unconfiny*, 
Unfettered with her grofi Compamort^tf FdL 
Ev'nfilent Night pifeckinw my SaAinimmnl : • 
Ev'n filent Nij^t proclaims eternal Dirjr. 
For human Weaf, Heaf**n hufbands all Ev»ehts, 
Dull Sleep inffirudtfi^ nor fportr rain Dreams< in vain; 

Why then their Lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 
Why wanders wretchcdf Thou^t! their Tombsf amimd* 
in infidel Diftrefr I Are^ Jhigek thcfc ? * 
Slumbers,^ rafc'd iip- in deft, Efcfcriat Fire ? 
They live ! they, greatly live' a^ Life ort Earth ' 
Unkindled, uncodceiv^; and: jfronr an^Eyt 
Of Tendernefs, let heikvlftly Pitjrfat • 
On me; more jaftf;^itUmbei^d with^theD^, 
fhis is the ©efart, tHiS tht Solitude : 
How populous ! how vital, is- the 6rstvtr ! 
fbis is Creation's tttelaiichoiy Vault; 
The Vale funereal, rkt'MdCy$r^s Gloom i 
The Land of ApparitioAs, empty Shaded ^ 
All, all on Earth is Shadow^ all beyond ' * 

I ^ 1$ 
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lo ne C O M P L A I NT:- Nightl, 
Is Subftance -, the Rcverfc is Folly's Creed: 
How folid all, where Change Ihall be no more ? 

This is the Bud of Being, the dim Dawn, 
The Twilight of our Day, the Veftibuld. 
Ufe^ Theatre as yet is fhut, and Death, 
Strong Death, alone- can heaye the mafly Bar, 
This grofs Impediment of Clay remove. 
And make us Embryos of Exiftence free. 
From r^tf/ Life, but little more remote 
Is -Hf, not yet a Candidate for Light,. 
The )5^/«r^ Embryo, flumb'ring in his Sire. - .. 
Embryos we muft be, till we burfl: the Shell, 
Yon ambient, azure Shell, and fpring to Life, 
The Life of Gods : O Tranfport ! and of Man. 

• '\ . • • 
yet Man, fool Map ! here buries, all his Thoughts V. 
Inters celeftial Hopes without one Sigh. 
Pris*ner pf Earth, and pent beneath the Moon, 
Here pinions all his Wilhes > wing'd by Heav'ft , 
To fly at Infinite ; and reach it there. 
Where Seraphs gather Immortality, 
On Life's fair Tree, fall by the Tiirone of God. 
What golden Joys ambrofial ciuft'ring glow, 
la HIS full Beam, and ripen for the Juft, 
Where momentary Ages are no more ! 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance,and Death expiret 
And is it in the Flight of threefcore Years, 
To pufh Eternity from human Thojght, 

z Arid 
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0/i Ufe, Deafb; dtd Itnmirtality. 1 1 
And {mother Souls. imnKMrcal in the Doft ? 
A Soul immc»ial, fpen^iog all her Fires^ 
Wafting her Strength jo. ftrenuous Idleneg* 
Thrown into Tumulty raptured, or alann'd> 
At ought this Scene can threaten, or indulge, 
Rcfemblcs Ocean into T^ropfift wrought, 
To waft a Feather, or to drown a Fly. 

Where falls this Cenfure ? It o'erwhelms myfelf. 
How was my Heart incruftcd by the Wortd ! 
Ohow felf*fetterVi was niy groveling Sioul ! » 
How, like a Worm, was I wrapt round and roun4 
In filken Thought, Which rejptile Fmcj ipun. 
Till daiicen'd i?^i2/^9i lay quite clouded o'er 
With foft Conceit of ehdlcfs Comfort hert^ 
Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the^ktc^ 1 

Night-vifions may bcfrfcnd (as fung above) : 
Our waking Dreams arc fatal How I dreamt 
Of things ImpoffiMe ? (Cduld Sleep do rtorc ?> 
Of Joys p^-petual in perpetual Change ? 
Of ftabic Pleafilres on the tofSng Wave ? 
Eternal Sunfhine in the Storms of Life ? 
How richly, were my noon-tide Trances hung 
With gorgeous T^peftries of pifitur'd Joys ? 
Joy behind Joy, in eftdlefs Perfpeftive ! 
Till at Death's Toll, >;?hoft refklefe Iron Tongue 
Calls daily for his MilUom..at a IV^cal, 
Starting J woke, and found myfelf Undpne. 

Where 
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12 The CO^MPLAINT:. . Night I, 

Where now my Fitrtti/s^f ompous*Fiami«!rtP?'^ ^ 
The cobweb* d Comge^ with* its n^^gsdWyii^ ^ ' ' 
Of mouldering llludl> va-J^aby^xovM}? • * • 
The Spider"^ mcft'doeoua*^ TJlie^^ 
Is Cord, is Cable, to Man's tended Tig- 
On earthly Blifs i k bresftis^ aC eV'ty Breesse.- ' 

O yc bleft Scenes of permanetU Delight ! 
Full, above., na e afi i rc ! • Wlinj^ beypad Hownd I , , / 
AP^r;^<?/Wjf)i.of Biils^ is-BUis^. , . , . - ... •. . 

Could you, ;fo,i^hia R4{)tuDe,P f(^ an ^£^ \ ,< 
Thar^aftljj '^hpugj^t wpi^d,^ vq?^l'yw? Jpy^ ' 
And quite unparadii^ thfiiRealii^. of lui^,, . , 
Safe are you \&d^i^ above theiib roUioig.S^Hei^i, i 
The baleful Iiifiiienee ef wl^ %My Qaaor^ 
Sheds f^Vidffil^de 9n all beneorch. . . 

Here teems tl}p Revolutions ev'ry Hour ; 
And rarely for thofbcictCE; on tftebeft^ T 

More mortid tibah the common Births of Face 
Each Af^^^ha^itfr Sickle^ cmuloui 
Of 7V;»^'s enorihous StytHe^ . iwhc^rad^le Sweep 
Strikes EmpiHbsP frolti the Stooc \ ax:\£:MsmM pliqpk 
His little We^^otvlh dienaoiDiveii Spheril: 
Of fweet ^mdftic Comfior^' and cuts doxom 
The faireil Bioefinof iulFluimp]^ KliK 

Blifs r liibkmary BS&!— -I^toud Wei>dsv audi vain I 
Implicit Treafon u» divinei; DosiBe. V 

■ *■ A bokt 
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On. Life^ HaaA^ ondlffumrtaEty. 13 
A bold ims&bTi cf TChe iRdghts oF N^ay^n] 
I cla^^^e Phsnttnns^ and I found Jthem Air. 
O had I ^e|gWd>it-flrp.|nyfQnd £ifabBC(Lt 
What Darts of A^n^.had mi&'d^ny Heart f 

* " I. * 

Death ! Great 'Proprietor of AH! 'tis thine 
To tread out Empire, -and to qaendi Ac Stars. • 
The Sun himfelf by thy Permiffion fhines • 
Arid, .one ©ay, choailhalt phidc him from his Sphere. 
Amid fuch tn^htyiRunder, mhf exhauft 
Thy partial K^tuieer on a Mark fo man ? 
Why- tby.jteoiaSfarjRancour wredc^d^n m ? 
Infatiate Atdttr ! could not Ow feifice? 
Thyma&AtmihHae.i MAibrietmj Peace was TlaJn -, 
Aodthriccetethriceyoa Moon had-fiil'd'hei- Horn. 
O Cynthia ! why fo pale ? Doft thou la^^ent 
Thy w«w*:hed Neighbour? Criwre to 'fee thy Wheel 
Of ceafekfe.ChswgdiWtwhirTdin.1ium«nLifci» > 
How waiws wy :im:^d mk \ f«>m -Fbrtune^s Smile 
Precarious Courtefy! mtt ^Jasb^*^ fe,^ * 

S#«»»en./«i«r*Rfty-rfiiamd Delight ' 

» 
« - 

In cv'cy »aryfd#6fture, Phce, and Hour, 
Bow widoWd <«r'ty Thought of evVy Joy ! 
Thougte, ^^r^ghf! too bufy for my Peace} 
Thro the dark fV^ern of Time long laps'd, 
V^ ife%, by .die Sdlnefs of the Night, 
Led,likea;Mafd«rer,'(andfuchitprov£si) . 
Strays, wi»tclicdllw«r.! o*er £hepleafingi»«;?j' 
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.14 rbe C O M PLAINT: ^Night I. 
In qucft bf Wretchednds penrcrfcly ffrays^ 
And finds all defart now ; and meets the Ghofts 
Of my dq)arted Joys-, a num*rous Train ! 
I rue the Riches of my former Fate ; 
Sweet Comfort's blaftcd Clufters I lament; 
I tremble at the Bleffings once fo dear; 
And cv'ry Pleafure pains me to the Heart. 

Yet why complain? or why ccmiplain for One ? 
Hangs out the Sun his Luftre but for me, 
Tht Jingle Man ? Arc Angels all befide ? 
I mourn, for Millions : 'Tis the common Lot 5 
In this Shape, or in 'fbatf has Fate entail*d 
The Mother's Throws on all of Woman born. 
Not more the Children, than fureHars of Pam. 

War, Famine, Peft, Volcano, Storm, and Fire,' 
Inteftine Broils, (^preffimy with her Heart 
Wrapt up in triple Brafs, befiege Mankind. 
God's Image difinherited of Day, 
Here^ plung'd in Mines,: forgets a5un was made. 
there^ Beings deathlefs as their haughty Lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling Oar for Life ; 
And plough the Winter's Wave, and reap Defpair^ 
Spme^ for hard Mailers, broken under Arms, 
In Battle lopt away, with half their Limbs, 
Beg bitter Bread thro' Realms their Valour fav^d,- 
If fo the Tyrant, or his Minion, dpom. 
fFant^ and incurable A^^A (fell P»ir !) 
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On Life^ Death, and ImmortaUty. 15 

On hopclcfs Multitudes Tcmorfclcfs feize 

At once ; luid make a Refuge of the Grave. \ 

How groaning Hofpitals eje<5b their Dead ! 

What Numbers groan for (ad Adufiiffion there ! 

What Numbers, once in Fortunes Lap high-rfed. 

Solicit the cold Hand of Charity f 

To fliock us more, folicit it in vain! 

Yc filken Sons of Pleaftire ! fince in Fains 

Yqu rue more modifh Vifits, iHUk btrij 

And breathe from your Debauch : Giw, and reduce 

Surfeif^ Dominion o*er you ; but fo great 

Your Impudence, you biufh at what is Right! 

Happy ! did Sorrow feize en fucb atone. 
Not Pr«^wtf can defend, or Virtue fzvc i 
Difeaie invades the chaftcft Temperance j • 
And Punifhment the Guiklefs ; and Alarm 
Thro* thidceft Shad*, purfues the fond df Peace. 
MaA*s Caution often into Danger turns. 
And his Guard falling, cruilhes him to Death. 
Not Happinefs itfelf makes good her Name j 
Our very Wiflnes give vs not our Wilh. 
Ho# diftant oft the Thing we doat on moft, 
Fromi; that for which we doat, FtUcity ? 
Thtfmootbeft Courfe of Nature has its Pains ; 
Aiid trueji Fritods, thro* Error, wound our Reft. ^ 
.Withoyt Mirfortune, what Calamities ? 
And what HofliKties, without a Foe? 
J^or w? Foes wapting to the bpft on E^th, 

Buc 
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«6 The COMPLAINT: Night L 

Bu*- endlefs is th^ Lift of human His, 

And Sighs might fix)ner fail, than Cfiufc to figh. 

A Pait how finall of the terraqueous Globe 
Is tenanted hj Man ! the Reft a Wq^ 
Rocks, Defarts, frozen Seas, and burning S^^ids : 
Wild Haunts cjfM^nfters, Poifons, Stings, andi)ieath« 
Such is Earth's melancholy Mi^ ! But, far 
More fad! t;hiat1EAith is a tnie Map of Mmu 
So hotmdfid are it^ihaugjbty Lord's Delights 
To ^^^'sDTide (Empire; whece)d6Qp?fvi(^Mt<xfsi, 
ImiA, Swrmos Inwl, hwenoni'd P/^ifm\m^ 
Rav'nous Calamities our Vitals feize. 

And threat 'ftteg .^/<> wid^j opens to devour. ' 

» 

What thcn)»m 1$ .who fptvow fior n^fiij^^ 
In Age, in Idfanqry from o^ofB iUd 
Is alLourHdpe.; td teach us ^0 'be 1m4* 
7%^, Natvne'is:^, U^ Lffflbn tip jMMkqid* 
The icififli Hfc^llefcrypp the Piain^t fcdls. 
More gen'ious borrow, whiile it.fin^ eanlts; 
And confcipus Virtue mip^Qs the ^aog. 
Nor Virtue, rmore than T^m^^spce^ \k^ ^ojie ^v^ , 
Swoln Thou^ a^^r^ Cj^qlj f;9ho>ili\4^> 
They weaken too, the Tpruentpf tiicirQdef. : 
Tiifce then, O World ! iiiy>mwch*iwkbted Ti^ar^ 
How fad a Sight is humanHajgpinefsi, 
To thofe whofe Thought «in pierce bcgipnd.^fHatir? 
O thou! -what^er thou art, whoiferHeart exults J 

Wouldft 
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. On Life y Decith, c:nd Immortality. ij 

Wouldft thou I Ihould congratulate thy Fate ? 

I know thou wouldft ; thy Pride demands it from mc«. 

Let thy Pride pardon,, what thy Nature needs. 

The falutary Cenlure of a Friend. 

Thou happy tVretch ! by Slindnels art thou blcft > 

By Dotage dandled to perpetual Smiles. 

Know, Smiler ! at thy peril art thou pleas'd j 

Thy Pleafure is the Profnife of thy Pain. 

Misfortune^ like a Creditor fevere, 

But rifes in demand for her Delay % 

She makes a fcourge bf paft Profpcrity, 

To fling thee more, and double thy Diftrefs^ 

Lor enzo, Fortune makes her Court to thee, 
Thy fond Heart dances, while the Siren fings. 
Dear is thy Welfare ; think me not unkind j 
I would not damp, but to fecure thy joys. 
Think not that Fear is facfed to the Storm ^ 
Stand on thy guard againft the Snnks of Face. 
Is Heaven tremendous in its Frowns ? moft fufe j 
And in its Favours formidable too ; 
Its favours here are Tryals, not Rewards ; 
A call to Duty, not difchlrge from Care ; 
And fliould alarm us, full as much as Woes ; 
Awake us to their Caufe^ and Confequence j 
And make us tremble, weighed with our Defcrtj 
Awe Nature's Tumult, and chaftife her Joys, 
Left while we clafp, we kill them ; nay invert 
To worfe l\i2Xi ftmpk mifery, their Char^as. 

B '\ Revoked 
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iS 72;^ C O M P L A I N T : Night I- 
Revolted Joys, like foes in civil war^ 
Like bofom fricndfhips to rcfentment Ibur*d, 
With rage envenomed rife agaihft our Peace. 
Beware what Earth calls Happinefs ; beware 
AUjoySy but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on lefs than an immorfalBzfcy 
Fond as he fcems, condemns his joys to Death. 

Mine dy*d with thee^ Philander ! thy laft S^ 
DiiToly'd the charm ; the difenchanted Earth 
Loft all her Luftre. Where, her glittering Towers .^ 
Her golden Mountains, where ? all darkened down 
To naked Wafte -, a dreary Vale of Tears j 
The great Magician's dead \ Thou poor, pale Piece 
Of out-caft earth, in Darkncfs ! what a Change 
From yefterday ! Thy darling Hope fo near, 
(Long-labour'd Prize \y O how Ambition flufli'd 
Thy glowing Cheek F Ambition truly great. 
Of virtuous Praife. Death's fubtle Seed within, 
(Sly, treachVous Miner T) working in the Dark, 
SmiFd at thy well-concerted Scheme, and beckon^ 
The Worm to riot on that Rofe fo red, 
UnYaded ere it fell ; one Moment's Prey ! 

^an's Forefight is conditionally wife 5 
Lorenzo ! Wifdom into Folly turns 
Oft, :the firft Inftant, its Idea fair 
To labouring Thought is born. How dim oot Eye \ 

The frefent Moment terminates our Sight 5 

Cbuds,^ 
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Clouds, thick as thofe on Doomfday, drown the next 5 

We penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 

TCtme is dealt out by Particles ; and each. 

Ere mingled with the ftreaming Sands of Life, 

By Fate's inviolable Oath is fworn 

Deep Silence, " Where Eternity begins/* 

By Nature's Law, what may be, may be»^te;j 
There's no Prerogative in human Hpurs,. 
In hupian Hearts what bolder Thought (Can rife, 
Than Man's Prefumption on To-morrow's Dawn ? 
Where is To-morrow ? In another World. 
For Numbers. this is certain ; the Reverfe 
Is fure to none ; and yet on this 'Perhaps^ 
This 'Peradvmture^ ihfanious for Lyes, 
As on atRock of Adamant we build 
Our mountain Hopes j fpin out fternal Schemes, 
As we the Fatal Sifters could out-fpin, - 
And* big with Life's Futurities, expire. 

Not ev'n J^HitANDER had befppke his ShrpuA 
Nor had He Caufe, a Warning was deny'd \ 
How many fall as fudden, not as fafe ! 
As fudden, tho' for- Years admonilht home. 
On human Ills the laft Extreme beware, 
Beware, Lorenzo ! zjlow-fudden Death. 
How dreadful that deliberate Surprize \ 
Be wife To-day ; 'tis Madnefs to de(er ; 
Next Day the fatal PrecjSLdent will plead ; 

B^ 2 ' Thus 

Digitized by VjOOQIC^ 



20 215^ C O M P L A I N T: ^ Night h 

Thus on, till Wifdom is pufli'd out of Life^ 

Procraftination is the Thief of Time ; ' 

Year after Year it fteals, till all are fled. 

And Co the Mercies of a Moment leaves- 

The vaft Concerns of an eternal Scene. 

If not fo frequent, would not This be ftrange ? ' 

That 'tis fo frequent,, This is ftranger ftill.. 

Of Man's? miraculous Miftakes, this bears' 
The Palm» *^ That all Men arc about to live,'^ 
For ever on the Brink of being bcxTi* 
All pay themfelves the Compliment to think 
They, one Day, fhall not drivel ; and their Pride 
On this Reverfion takes up ready Praife ; 
At Icaft, their own ; their future Selves applauds 5 
How excellent that Life they ne^er will lead !' 
Time lodg'd in their own Hands is FoUfs Vails ; 
That lodgy in Fate's^ to Wifdom they confign -, 
The Thing they can't butpurpoftj they pjifone ; 
'Tis not in Folfyy not to fcorn a Fool ; 
And (carce in human Wifdom to do more; 
All ProMfe IS poor dilatory Man, 
And that thro' evVy Stage r When young,, indeed. 
In full Content we, fometimes, nobly reft, 
Un-anxious for ourfehes •, and only wilh. 
As duteous Sons, our Fathers were more Wife# 
At Thirty Man fufpeSls himfelf a Fool % 
Knows it at Forty ^ and reforms his Plan ^ 
At Fifty chides his infamous Delay, 

Puflies 
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Puihes his prudent Purpofe to JRefolv^^ 
In all the Magnanimity of Thought 
Hefolves ; and re-iipfolyes ; then dies the fame. 

And why? Becaule he thinks himfelf Immortal. 
All Men think all Men mortal, but Themrdvcs j 
Themfelves, when fome alarming Shock of Fate 
Strikes thro' their wounded Hearts the fudden Dread % 
But their Hearts wounded, like the wounded Air, \ 
Soon clofe ; where paft tlie Shaft, ho Trace is found. \ 
As from the Wing no Scar the Sky retains ; 
The parted Wave no Furrow from the JCfrf; 
So dies in human Hearts the Thought of Death, 
Ev'n with 4:he tender Tear which Nature fheds 
O'er thofe we love, we drop it in their Grave 
Can I forget Philander ? That were ftrange % 

my full Heart ! But (hould I give it vent. 

The longeft Night, tho* longer far, would fail, 
And the Ij^rk liftcn to my ^dnigbt Song. 

The fpritely Larl^% flirill Matin waifees the Morn ; 
Griefs Iharpeft Thorn hard-preffing on my Breaft, 

1 ftrive^ with wakeful Melody to chear 

The fuUen Gloom, fweet Philoml ! like Thee, 
And call the Stars to liften : Ev'ry Star 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy Lay. 
yet bejiot\^in; there iirq, who thine cxcell, 
And charm thro' diftant Ages : Wrapt in Shades 
Pris'ner of Darknefs ! to the filent Hours^ 

JP 3 How 
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How often I repeat their Rage divine. 

To lull my Griefs, and fteal my Heart from Woe ? 

I roll their Raptures, but not catch their Flames. 

Dork, tho' not blind, like thee Meonides ! 

Or MiUon ! thee ; ah could I reach your Strain ! 

Or HiSj who made ALconides our Own. 

Man too He fung : Immortal Man, I fing ; 

Oft burfis m-y Song beyond the Bounds of Life ; 

What, now^ but Imrtiortality can pleafc ? 

O had He prefs'd his Theme, purfu*d the Track, 

Which opens out of D^rknefs ipto Day I 

O h^d he mounted on his Wing of Fire, 

Soar'd, where I fmk, and fung Immortal Man ! 

How h^d it bkft Mankind, and refcu'd me ? 



Ttt£ 
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THE 

COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT THE SECOND. 

ON 

Time, Death, Friendfliip. 

HUMB|.Y InSCRJB'd 

Tq the Right Honourable 

The Earl of Wilmington. 

4«^ w^ ^HENibe Cock crew^ be w^/'* Smote 

Wj [bythatKye, 

^ yj Which looks on me, on All ; That PpwV, 

[who hid« 

This Midnight Ccntinel with Clarion fhrill. 

Emblem of that which (hall awake the Dead, 

Rouze SquIs from Slumber, into Thoughts of Heaven, . 

Shall I too weep ? Where then is Fortitude ? 

And Fortitude abandoa*d, where is Man ? 

I know the Terms on which he fees the Light ; 

-He th^t is born, is lifted ; Life is War ; 

B 4 Eternal 
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Eternal War v/ith Woe. Who bears it beft, 

Defer\'es it leaft. On other Thcmts V\\ dwelL 

Lorenzo ! let me turn nry thoughts on Thee, • 
And Thine^ on Themes may prt)Iit ; profit there. 
Where moll thy need, Themes, too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Philander'sDuA:. He, ibus^ tho'dead 

May ftill befriend What Themes? ^imes wondrQus 

Dcatl\ Triendfbif^ 2Lndi PhilarJer's find Scene. [P^^^^y 

So could I touch thefc Themes, as might obtain 
Thine Eai' ? nor leave thy Heart quite difengag'd. 
The good Deed would delight me ; half-imprefs 
On my dark Cloud an Iris ; aqd frorp Grief, 
Call Glory. —Poft thou mourn Philander's fate ? 
I know thou fay*ft it ; fays tliy Life th^ fame ? 
He mourns tlie Dead, who lives as they defire. 
Where is that Thrift, that Avarice of TIME, 
(O glorious Avarice ! ) thought of Death infpires. 
As rumour'd robberies endear .our Gold ? 
O Time ! than Gold more farcred ; more a Lqad 
Than Lead, to Fools ; and Fools reputed Wife. ^ 
What Moment granted Man v/ithout account ? 
What Tears are fquander'd, IVifdcm^s debt unpaid } 
Our Wealth in Days all due to that difcharge. 
Hafte, hafte. He lies in wait. He's at the doof, 
Infidious Death ! (liquid his ftrpng hand arreft, 
No compofition fets the Prisoner free, 
Eternitf^ inexorable chain 
f f^ft binds J and Vengeance claims the full Arrear. 

How 
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How late I Ihuddcr'd on the brink ? how late 
Life call'd for her laft Refuge in Defpair ? 
That ^ime is mine, O Mead ! to Thcc I owe j 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity. 
But ill my Genius anfwers my Defirc, 
My fickly Song is mortal, paft thy Cure. 
Accept the Will ; It dies not with my ftrain. 

For what calls thy Difeafe, Lorenzo ? not 

Yov Efculapiariy but for M?rj/ Aid. 

Thou think'ft it Folly to be wifq too foon. 

Touth is not rich in Time ; it may be, poor, 

Part with it as with Money, fparing 5 pay 

No Moment, but in Purchafe of its worth ; 

And what its Worth, afk Death-beds, they can tcU. 

Part with it as with Life, rcluftant ; big 

With holy Hope of nobler Time to come ; 

Time higher-aim'd, ftill nearer the great Mark 

Of Men and Angels j Virtue more divine. 

Is this our Duty, Wifdm, Glory, Gain? 
(fhefi Heav'n benign in vital Union binds) 
And fport we like the Natives of the Bough, 
When vernal Suns infpire? ^Jmufement reigns 
Man's great Demand : To trifle is to live : 
And is it then a Trifle, too, to die ?— 

Thou fay'ft I preach, Lorenzo ! Tis confeft. 
Whit, if for once, I preach thee quite awake ? 

Who 
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Who wants Amufement in the Flame of Battle ? 

Is it not Treafon, to the Soul immcrtal^ 

Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the Prize ? , 

Will Toys amufe, when Medicines cannot cure ? 

When Spirits ebb, whdn Life's enchanting Scenes' 

Their Luftre lofe, and Icflcn in our Sight, 

(As Lands, and Cities with their glittVing Spires, 

To the poor Ihatter'd Bark, by fudden Storm 

Thrown off to Sea, and foon to perilh there) 

Will Toys amufe ? — ^No : Thrones will then be Toyi, 

And Earth and Skies feem Dufl upon the Scale. 

Redeem we Time ?^— its Lofs we dearly buy. 
What pleads \jQfi%nzx> for his high prized Sports ? 
He pleads Time'? numerous Bknks -, he loudly pleads 
The ftr^w-like f rifles on Life's common Stream. 
From whom tbofe Bkatks and Trifles^ but from tbeef 
No BhrJc^ no Trifie^ Nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or ptrpas'd Virtue^ ftill be Thine j 
^bis cancels thy Complaint at once ; ^bis leaves 
In ASl no Trifle, and no Blank in Time. 
ms greatens, fills, immortalizes All ; 
Itbisy the blcft Art of turmng ail to Gold j 
Ibis^ the good Heart*$ Prerogative to raife 
A royal Tribute^ from the pwrcft Hours. 
Immenfe Reycuuc ! tv'ry Moment P^j. 
If nothing more than Purpofe in thy Power \ 
Thy Purpofe firm, is equal to the Deed : 
WJio does the bcft his Circumftance aUpw$^ 

Doca 
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Does well, afts nobly ; Aiigcls could no more. 

Our outward AA, indeed, admits Reftraint : 

'Tis not in Things o'er thought to domineer \ 

Guard well thy Thought ; our Thoughts arc heard in 

Heaven. 

On all-important Time^ through every Age, 
Tho* much, and warm, the Wife have urg'd ; the Man 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an Hour. 
" Fve loft a Day—Tht Prince who nobly cry'd, 
Had been an Emperor without his Crown ; 
Of Rome! fay, rather. Lord of human Race ; 
He fpoke, as if deputed by Mankind ; 
^Oy fhould ail fpeak : So Reafon fpeaks in All : 
JFor the foft Whifpers of that God in Man, 
Why fly to Folly, why to Frenzy fly. 
For Rcfcue from the Bkffitig we poflcls ? 
J'ime, the Supreme !-^Time is Eternity ; 
Pregnant with all Eternity can give ; 
Pregnant with all, that makes Arch-angds (mile. 
Who murders Time, He crulhes in the Birth 
A PowV etherial j only not ador'A 

Ah ! how unjufl: to Natuf e> and Himfcl^ 
Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiftent Man ! 
Like Children babbling Nonfenfe in their Sports^ 
We cenfure Nature for a Span too fliort s 
That Span too Ihort, we tax as tedious too ; 
Torture Invention, all Expedients tire. 
To lafti the lingering Moments into Speed i 

I And 
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And whirl us (happy Riddance !) from ourfelves* 

Jrty brainlefs Art^ our furious Charioteer 

(For Nature's Voice unftifled would recall) 

Drives headlong towards the Precipice of Death ; 

Death, nioft our Dread; Death thus more dreadful made; 

O what a Riddle of Abfurdity ! 

Leifure is Pain ; takes off our Chariot-wheels. 

How heavily we drag the Load of Lifel 

Bleft Leifhre is our Curfe ; like that of G»X 

It makes us wander -, wander Earth around 

To fly that Tyrant Thought. As Atlas groan'd 

The World beneuth, we groan beneath an Hour* 

We cry for Mercy to the next Amufement ; . 

The next Amufement mortgages our Fields; 

Slight Inconvenience ! Prifons hardly frown, 

From hateful Tvme if Prifons fet us free. 

Yet when Death kindly tenders us Relief, 

We call him cruel ; Years to Moments Ihrink, 

Ages to Year^ The Telefcope is turn'd. 

To Man's falfe Optics (from his Folly falfe) 

^tme^ in. Advance, behind him hides his Wings, 

And feems to creep, decrepit with his Age ; 

Behold him^ when pafl by ; what then is feen. 

But his broad Pinions, fwifter than the Winds ? 

And all Mankind, in Contradidtion foong. 

Rueful, aghaft ! cry out on his Career. 

Leave to thy Foes thefe Errors, and thefe Ills ; 
To Nature juft, their Caufe and Cwre explore. 

Not 
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Not ihort Heaven's Bounty, boundlefs our Expence ; 
No Niggard, Nature ; Men arc Prodigals. 
We ^jua§fe^ not ufe our Time ; we breathe, not live. 
Time waSled is Exiftence, us'd is Life. 
And bare Exiftence^ Man, to live ordain'd. 
Wrings, and opprefles with enormous Weight. 
And why ? fince I'ime was giv'n for Ufe, not Waftc, 
Injoin'd to fly, with Temrpeft, Tide, and Stars, 
To keep his Speed, nor ever wait fw Man ; 
Time's Ufe was doom'd a Pleafure ; Waftc, a Pain : 
That Man might feel his Error, if unleen ; 
And, feeling, fly to Labour for his Cure ; 
Not, blundering, fplit on Idlenefs, for Eafe» 
Life's Cares are Comforts i fuch by Heav'n defignltl •, 
He that has none, muft make them, or be wretched, 
ipares are Employments ; and without Employ 
The Soul is on a Rack ; the Rack of Reft, 
To Souls moft adverfe : Aftion all their Joy. 

Here, then, the Riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 
Then Time turns Torment, when Man turns a I\ooL 
We rave, we wreftle with Great Natures Plan 5 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart his Will, fhall contradict their own- 
Hence our unnatural Quarrel with ourfelves ; 
Our Thoughts at Enmity ; our Bofom-broil j 
We pufli Time from us, and we wifli Him back ; 
Lavifli of Luftrums, and yet fond of Life ; 
iy^ we think long, andfliort; Death i^tky andihun: 

Body 
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Body and Soul, like peev.ifli Man and Wife, 
United jar, and yet are Jojhtopart. 

Ob the dark Days of Vatnity ? while Here, 
HowTaftefcfs! and how Terrible, wheagonc! 
Gone? they ne'er go; M^ienpaft, they haunt us ftill : 
The Spirit -walks of ev'ry Day deceased. 
And finilcs an Angel ; or a Fury frowns. 
Nor Death, , nor Life, delight us. If Time fafi^ 
AndTimf^pofe/f^ hoth pain,ws, what can^plcafe? 
That which- the.Ddtyto.pJeafe ordain'd. 
Time us'd. The Man who confecratcs his iHours 
By vig'rou&EfSMt,.:and an honeft Aim, 
At once hedwws theStiog ^f rLife ^nd Death ;. 
He wji&j mih^Nature ; .aod her Paj:hs.are:Peace. 

Our Error's Caufe and Cure. are ieen: See next 
Time ^ Nature^ Origitiy Import ance^ Speed], 

And thy great Gain from urging his Career. . 

AlWcnfoaiMan, becairfe.untouchM, unfeen; 
He looks on "itme as.ndtbing. Nothing fdfe 
Is truly Man*s -, 'tis Fortune's.— iTimeVa God. 
Thou haft ne*er heard of Time's Oxnnipotence ; 
Fovs, . or againfty what Wonders can He do ! 
And. will: To Hand blank iV^jT/^ He. difdains. 
Not on thofe Terms was Time (Heav'n's Stranger) k^ 
Oa Iiis important Emhafly to Man. 
Lorenzo! no: On thelong^-deftirt'dHour, 
From everlafting Ages-growing ripe. 

That 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



On Time, 'Benth, Friendfiji^. ^ 0, 

That m'emorabie Hour of wondVoua Birth, 

When the Dre^ Sire, on Emanation bcnr. 

And big with Nature, rifihg in his Mi]^t, 

Call'd forth Creation (for thea Time was born). 

By Godhead ftreamiftg thro* a thoufand Worlds ; 

Not on tbofe Termsj fromthe great Days of Hcavtn, 

From old Etcrnity*s myfterious Orb, 

Was Time cut off, and caft beneath the Skies j 

The Skies, which watchiiim iii his new Abode, 

Mcafuring his Motions by revolving Spheres > 

That Horologe Machfntfry Divine. 

Hours, Days,.andMohths, and Years, his-Children,play> 

Like num*ro\is Wtngs aroiihd him, las he flits : 

Or, rather, as une(jual Plumes they fhape 

His ample PinioiiSyfwift as darted Flame, 

To gain his Goal, to reach his antient Reft, 

And join anew Etimiiy' his Sire ; 

In his Immutabilitfto h^ft, 

When Wdrlds, that cotmt his Circles Tr^w, unhlng^^ 

(Fate the loud SigAaPfduriding) headlci^ rtiih 

To //W/^y} Night, 'and ChaDs, ^whehce^Hey rofe. 

Why fpur the Speedy ? Why witKLeVities 

New-wing thy Ihott, "fliort Da/stoo rapid Flight P 

Know'ft thou, or what thou' doft, or* what is done ? 

Man flies frohi Tsfne^ ' and Timt from Man ; too focm 

In fad Divorce this double Flight muft-end : 

And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then^ 

Thy Sports ? thy Pomps I— I grant thee, in a Slate 

IS'ot Unambitious, in the r^fi Shroud. 

Thy 
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Thy Parian Tomb's triumphant Arch benfeath. 
Has Death his Fopperies ? Then well may JJfe 
Put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow Ihine, 

Ye wcU-array'd ! Ye Lilies of our Land ! 
Ye Lilies Mde ! who neither toil, nor fpin, 
(As Sifter Lilies might) if not fo wife 
A^ Solomon^ more fumptuous to the Sight ! 
Ye Delicate! who nothing can fupport, 
Yourfelves moft infupportable 1 for whom 
The -winter Rofe muft blow, the Sun put on 
A brighter Beam in Leo ; filky-foft 
Favonius breathe ftill fofter, or be chid 5 
And Other Worlds fend Odours, Sauce, and Song, ' 
And Robes, and Notions, framed in foreign Looms ! 
O ye LoRENzos of our Age, who deem 
One Moment unamus'd, a Mifery 
Not made for feeble Man ! who call aloud 
For ev'ry Bawble, drivcl'd o*er by Senfe ; 
For Rattles, and Conceits of ev*ry Caft, 
For Change of Follies, and Relays of Joy, 
To drag, your Patient through the tedious Length 

Of a Ihort Winter's i)^yy fay. Sages ! fay. 

Wit's Oracles ! fay. Dreamers of gay Dreams ! 
How will you weather an eternal Nighty 
Where fuch Expedients fail ? 

. O TreachVous Cmfcience / while Ihe feems to flecp 
On Rofe BndMyrtle^ luU'd with Siren Song ; . ' - 

' •'. Whil: 
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While Ihe fecms, nodding o'er her Charge* to drop 
On headlong Appetite the flackcn'd Rein, 
And give us up 10 Licence j unrccaird, 
tlnmarkt $— See^ from behind her fecret Standi 
The fly. Informer minutes cv*ry Fault, 
And her dread Diary with Horror fiUs- 
Not the grois AH alone employs her Pen j 
She reconnoitres .Ftf»ry*s airy Band^ 
A watchful Foe ! The formidable Spy, 
Lill'ning o'crhears the Whilpers of our Camp t 
Our dawning Purpofcs of Heart explores. 
And fteals our Embryos of Iniquity* . 
As all-rapAcious Ufurers conceal 
Their Doomfday-book from all-confumtng Heirs % 
Thus, with Indulgence, moft fevere. She treats 
Us Spendthrifts of incftimable Time ; 
Unnoted, notes each Moment miiapplyM 1 
In Leaves more durable than Leaves of Brafs, 
Writes our whole Hiftory j which Death ihail read 
In cv'ry pale Delinquent's private Ear 5 
And Judgment publilh 5 publilh to more Worlds 
Than this ; and endlefs Age in Groans refound* 
Lorenzo, fucb that Sleeper in thy Breafl I 
i'ftr;^ is her.Slumbcr i and her Vengeance yiri^ 
For flighted Counfcl ; fucb thy future Peace ! 
And think'fl.thou firill thou canft be wife tcofoon? 

But why on Time fo lavifh is my Soiig ? - 
On this great Theme kind Nature ]us^% a School, 

C Tq 
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To teach her Sons Hcrfelf. Each Night \re die^ 
JEach Mwnare born anew : Each Day, a Life 1 
Andfhall we kUleachDay ? KTriJlif^ kilk j 
Sure Vice muft butcher. O what Heaps of Sbiin 
Cry out for Vengeance on us ! Time dcflToy*d 
Is Suicide^ where more than Blood is fy^t. 
Time flies. Death urges. Knells call, Heav'n invites. 
Hell threatens. All exerts ; in Effort, AH; 

More than Creation labours ! Labours more? 

And is diere in Creation, what, amidft 
This Tumult Univerlal, wii^d Difpatch, 

And ardent Energy, fupinely yawns ? 

JV^» deeps ; and iWC2» alone ; and A£2ff, wbc^ Fate, 

Fate irreverfible, intire, extreme,. . 

Endlefs, hair-hung, breeze-fhakai, o'er the Gui{^ 

A Moment tren^hles ; drops ! and M$Hy for whom 

All elle is in Alarm ; A&ir, the ibie Caufe . 

Of this funrounding Storm ! and yet he (keps. 

As the Storm rock'd to Reft Throw Tears zi^y ? ' 

Throw Empires^ and.be blaaielefs. Moments feize^ 
HeavVs on their Wing : a Moment we may wifh. 
When Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid Day ftand ftill. 
Bid him drive back his Carr, recall, retake 
Fate's hafty Prey : Implore him, reimport 
The Period paft, regive the givea Hour. 
Lorenzo, more than Miracles we want v 
Lorenzo— O for Tefterdays to come ! , 

Such is the Language of the Man awake ; 
His Ardor fuch, for what opprejfes Thee. 

And 
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And Is his Ardor vain, Lorenzo? No; 
That fff$re than Miracle the Gods indulge 5 
To'da;^ is Tefterdoj^ returned ; returned 
FuU-power'd to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn. 
And rcinftate us on the Rock of Peace. 
Let it'not fhare its Prcdeccflbr's Fate 5 
Nor, like its ddcr Sifters, die a Fool. 
Shall it evaporate in Fume ? Fly off 
Fuliginous, and ftain us deeper ftill ? 
Shall ^e be poorer for the Plenty pour*d ? 
More wretched tor the Clemencies of Heav'n ? 

Where (hall I find Him ? Angels! tell me where. 
Tou know Him ; He is near you : Point him out : 
Shall I fee Glories beaming from his Brow ? 
Or trace his Footfteps by the rifing Flow'rs ? 
Your golden Wings, funv hov'ring o*er him, Ihed 
Protedion ; now^ are waving in Applaufe , 
To dut bkft Son of Forefight ! Lord of Fate ! 
That aweful Independent on Tthnmrtrw I 
Wh^rfe H^ork is done j who tri^mjAs in the PaSt \ 
Whofe Yefierdays look backwards with a Smile \ 
Nor, like the P'ortbian, wound him as they fly \ 
That common^ but oppix)brious Lot ! paft Hours,' 
If not by Guilt, yet Wound us by their Fli^t, 
If Folly bounds our Profpeft by the Grave, 
All Feeling of Futurity benumb'd ; 
All God-like Paflion for Eternals quencht i 
All Relilh of Realities expired \ 
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Renounced all Corrcfpondcnce with the Skies ; 
Our Freedom chained ; quite winglefs our Defire, 
In Senfc dark-prifon'd All that ought to foar, 
Prone to the Centre, crawling in the Duft, 
Difmounted ev*ry Great and glorious Aim ; 
Embruted ev'ry Faculty 'divine ; 
Heart-bury'd in the Rubbilh (A the World. 
The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 
Souls elevate. Angelic, wing*d with Fire 
To reach the diftant Skies, and triumph there 
OnThroneswhich fhall not mourn their Matters changed; 
Tho* we from Earth ; Ethereal They that fell. 
Such Veneration due, O Man, to Man. 

Who venerate themfclves, the World defpifc. 
For what, gay Friend ! is this efcutcheon'd World, 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal Night ? 
A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-^tide Ray, 
And wraps our Thought, at Banquets, in the Shroud. 
Life's little Stage is a fmall Eminence, 
Inch-high the Grave above; that Home of Man, 
Where dwells the Multitude : W^ gaze around ; 
We read their Monuments; wefigh,and while 
"V^e figh, we fink ; and art what we deplored ; 
Lamgiting, or Lamented, all our Lot! 

Is Death at .Diftancc ? No : He has been on thee; 
And giv'n fure Earneft of his final Blow. 
Thofc Hours, which lately fmil'd^ where are they now 

Pallid 
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PalJid to Thought, and ghaftly ! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great Deep which nothing difembc^es ; 
And, dying, they bequeathed thee finall Renown. 
The Reft are on the Wing •, how fleet their Flight ! 
Already has the fatal Train took Fire j 
A Moment, and the World^s blown up /^ tbce ; 
The Sun is DarkneTs, and the Stars are Du(t 

•Tis greatly -wife to talk with our pad Hours ; 
And alk them, what Report they bore to Heaven ; 
And how riicy might have bora more welcome News* 
Their Anfwers form what. Men Experience call ; 
If Wifdom^% Friend, her beft ; if not, worft: Foe. 
O reconcile them ! Kind Experieme cries, 
** There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ; 
*' The more our Joy, the more we know it Vain ^ 
** And by Succefs are tutor'd to Defpair. 
Nor is it only thus, but muft be fo. 
Who knows not this, tho^ Grey, is ftill a Child. 
Loofe then from Earth the Grafp of fond Defire, 
Weigh Anchor, and fome happier Clime explore. 

Art thou fo moor'd thou can'ft not difengage. 
Nor give thy Thoughts a Fly to future Scenes ? 
Since, hj Life's pafljng Breath, blown up from Earth, 
Light, as the Summer's Duft, we take in Air 
A Moment's giddy Flight, and fali again v 
join the dull Mafs, increafe the trodden :• . , 
And Qeep till Earth h^rifelf fliall be nc : - :: 

C 3 
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Since Then (as Emmets, their fmall World o'erdiwwn), 
We, fore amaz'd, from out Earth's Ruins crawly 
And rife to Fate extreme of Foul or Fair, 
As Man's own Choice, (Controuler erf" the Skies !) 
As Man's defpotic Will, perhaps &ne Hour, 
(O how Omnipotent is Tim^ !) decrees ; 
Should not each M^arnin^ give a ftrong Alamv ? 
Warning, far lefs than that of Bofom torn 
From Bbfom, bleeding o'er the facred Dead \ 
Should not each Dial ftrike us a$ we pafs, 
Portentous, ^xht written IVall^ which ftrucfc. 
O'er miAiight Bowls, the prdud JJfyrian pale, 
Ere-white high-flufht with Infolence and Wine ? 
Like Thaty the Dial fpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break the Banquet up. 
** O Man, thy Kingdom is departing from chee ; ' 
*' And, while it lafts, is emptier than my Shade.** 
Its filent Language fuch ; nor need'fl: thou call 
Thy ]\^gii to decypber what it means^. 
Know,' like the M^^i^ Fate is in thy Walfe : 
Doft afk, H(nv ? JVhenc^ ? jPe^zzarrlike, amaz'd ? • 
Man's Make inclofps the fure Seeds of Death ; 
JJfe feeds the Murderer : Ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own Meal, and then h;s Nqrfe devours, 

But, here, Lorenzo, the Delufion lies ; 
That Soldr Shadozv^ as it meafures Life, 
It Life refembles too : Life fpeeds away 
From Point to Point, tho' fecming to ftand ftilL 

The 
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The cunqlng Fugitive is fwift by ftealth : 
Too fubtle iis the Movement to be feen ; , 
Yet food Man's Hour is up, and wc are gone. 
Warmngs point put our Danger j Gmmcnsy Time : 
As tbefe are ufelefs when the Sun is fee ; 
So tho/e^ but when* more glorious Reafon fhinr&. 
Reafon fhould judge in all ; in Realbn's Eye,. 
That Sedentary Shadow travels hard. 
But fuch our Gravitation to the Wrongs 
So prone our Hearts to whifper what we wifli, 
'Tis later with the Wife, than he'^ aware ; 
A Wilmington goes flower than the Sun; 
And all Mankind xniftake their Tijpe of Day ^ 
Ev*n Age itfelf, Frefli Hopes are hourly fown 
In furrowed Brows* So gentle Life's Dcfcent 
We fliut our Eyes, and think it is a Plain. 
Wc take fair Days in Winter, for the Springs 
And turn our Bldfii^s into Bane. Since oft 
Man muft compute diat Age He cannot/^fl?. 
He fcarce believes He's older for his Years, 
Thus, at Life's lat'eft Eve, w« ke^p in Store 
OneDifappointntent fure, to crown the Reft i 
The Difappoiatnjeat of a ppoi»is*d Hour. 

On Tbis^ w Sin^lar^ Philander \ Thoo 
Whofe Mind was Moral, ^ the Preacher's Tongue j 
And ftrong, to wield all Science^ worth the Name ; 
How often we talk'd down the Summer's Sun j 
Ai)d cooi*d our Palfions by the breezy Stream ? 

C 4 How 
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How often thaw*d, and Ihortcn'd Winter's Eve, 

By Conflift kind, that ftruck out latent Truth, 
Beft found, fo fought ; to the Reclufe more Coy ! 
Thoughts difenfanglc paljing o'er ihc Lip ; 
Clean runs the Thread, if not, 'ti$ thrown ^way. 
Or kept to tie up Nonfenfe for a Song ; 
Song, f afliionably fruitlefs ! fuch as ftains 
The Fancy J and unhallow'd Paffion fires 5 
Chiming her Saints to Cytb§rea^% Fane. 

Knbw'ft thou, Lorenzo ! what a Friend contains ? 
As Bees mixt Ne£iar draw from fragrant Flow'rs, 
So Men from FRIENDSHIP, Wifdam and Delight 5 
Twins ty*d by Nature, if they part, they die. 
Haft thou no Friend to fet thy Mind abroach ? 
Good Scnfe will ftagnate. Thoughts ihut up, want Air, 
And Spoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. 
Had Thought been All, fweet Speech had been dcny'd ; 
Speech,Thought'sGanal! Speech,Thought'sCritcrion too!-. 
Thought in the Mine, may come forth Gold or Drois 1 . 
When coin-ii in Word, we know its real Worths 
Jf fterling, ftore it fpr thy future Ufe ; 
•Twill buy thcQ Benefit s perhaps. Renown, 
Thought, too, delivered, is the more pofleft ; 
Teaching, we I^am j and, giving, we retain 
The Births of Intelleift 5 when dumbj forgot, 
Speech ventilates our Intelle6hial Fire ; 
Speech burnifhes our Mental Magazine ; 
Brightens, for Ornament j and whets, for Ufc, 

What 
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What Numbers, Ih^th'd in Erudition, lie, 
Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable Tomes, 
And rafted in ; who might have borne an Edge, 
And play'd a fprightly Beam, if bom to Speech ; 
If bom blcft Heirs of half their Mother's Tongue I 
Tis Thought's Exchange, which, like th* alternate Pulh 
Of Waves conflidting, breaks the learned Scum, 
And defecates the Students Handing Pool 

In Contemplation is his proud Refourcc ? 
Tis poor, as proud, by Converfe unfuftain'd. 
Rude Thought runs wild in Conimplation^& Field; 
Converfcy the Meoage, breaks it to the Bit 
Of due Reftraint ; and Emulation's Spur 
Gives graceful Energy, by Rivals aw'd, 
'lis Converfe qualifies for Solitude ; 
AsExercife, for falutary Reft. 
By That untutor'd. Contemplation r^vci 
A Lunar Prince, or famifli'd Beggar dies ; 
Asii Nature's FoqI^ hy Wifdm*s is outdone. 

Wtfdom^ tho* richer than Permnan Mines, 

And fweeter than the fweet Ambrofial Hive, 

What is fhe, but the Means of Happinefi ? 

That unobtainM, than Folly more a Fool ; 

A melancholy Fool, without her Bells. 

Friem^ip the McdnSj and Friendfhip richly gives 

The precious End, which makes our Wifdqm wife. 

Nature^ in Zeal for human Amity, 

Peniess 
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Denies, or damps, an undivided Joy* 

Joy is an Import v Joy is an Exchange ; 

Joy flies Monopolsfts : It calls for T'^ze;^ ; 

Rich Fruit! h«av*n-plant€d ! never pluckt by 0»f. 

Ncedftri Auxiliars arc our Friends, to give 

To foeml Man true Relifli of himfelf. 

Full on ourfelves defcending in a Line 

Pleafur^s bright Beam^ is feeble in Delight : 

Delight intenfe, is taken by Rebound ; 

Reverberated Pleafures fire the Breafl. 

Celeffial Hafpinefs^ whenever Ae ftoeps 
To vifit Earth, One Shrine the Goddefe ftnd% 
And One alone^' to^makc her fweet Amends 
For abfent HeavVi-^hc Bbfbm^ of a Friend; 
Where Heart meets Heart reciprocally fofc. 
Each other's Pillow to Repofe divine. 
Beware the Counterfeit : In PaJJlot^s Flame 
Hearts melt 5 but mdt Kke Ice, foon harder froze; 
True Love ftrikes Root in Reajhn^^ Paffiorfs Foe \ 
Virtue alone entenders u$ for Life : 
I wrong hep maeh — entendteps- us f<M: ever. ' 
Of Friendjbif%^ feipeft Fruits, ^ Fruit moft fair 
Is Virtue kind!ing at t Ri>9^ Ftre, 
And, emuloujfyj rapid in- her Race* 
O the foft Enmity ! EridtearilAg Stifif^ t 
This carries Fricndfhip ta her Noon-tide Point, 
And ^ves the Rivet of Eternity. 

From 
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From FmnJ^kipi wKkii outfivea tof former Tkemesy 
Glorious Survivor of old ^ime^ and Death ! 
From Friendlhip, thus, dut Flim^ of Heav^nfy Soed, 
The Wife extraa EaFCh's tMft £^i^fa^ Bi^^ 
Superior Wifdom, crow^'d with fmi&ig joy ; 
For Joy, from Fricnd0iip bom, abound in SmilAi 
ftoreit in the Soul'^ moft 9>td«i Cdl r 

But for whom 'bbi&!0xs.tlkis Eljifim^ Fkmr ; 
Abroad Thejr'bnA^ whv cheriSi it^ ^H^me. 
LorenzqI pacdba what mf Lorn ofloorts^ 
An honeft Lovt, aoxi not afraid tafvown* 
The' C&otce of Fbllia faften qxi the Greary 
None diiigs move obftinate, than Fancy fond. 
That facred Friendftip is their eafy P<ey> 
Caught by the WafiKmof a Goidon-Liirffv 
Or Fafcinationof a^ higb-bom Smilb; -y : 
1 heir Smiles^ the OnaA^ ^ and the C^el^ throw out 
For Others Hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 
And we no h& ef our% yfh/^it^fucb the But. 
Ye Fortune's Ciofferers I Ye PbwV& of Weakh !' 
You doy€f^Refft^r0llsm^ik fetenidus^ Wjpohg, 
By taking our Attachfficnt te Tdurfdvis. 
Can Gold gain FrioKfihip ? Impudencelof ' Hope !* 
As well mere Maa an- Angel- HM^ beget. 
Love, and Love only, is the Loan for Love. 
LoRBNzkyJ PHde reprdft^ J nor hope tD^find 
A Friend, but what has^fouml a Friend in Thee. 

All 
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All like the Purchafc ; few the Price will pay ; 
AiKi this makes Frimds fuch Miracles below. 

What if ffincc Daring on fo nice a Theme) 
1 fhew thee Friendfliip Delicate, as Dear, 
Of tender Violations apt to die ? 
Refcrve will wound it; and Dijlrufty dtfftroy. 
Deliberate on all things with thy Friend : 
But fince Friends grow not thick on evVy Bough, 
Nor ev'ry .Friend unrotten at the Core ; 
Firft, on thy Friend, deliberate with Thyfclf ; 
Paufe, ponder, fift -, not Eager in the Choice, 
Nor Jealous of the Chofen ; Fixing, Fix •, 
Judge before Friendfliip, then confide till Death. 
Well, for thy Friend; but Nobler far for Thee ; 
How Gallant Danger for Earth*s Highcft Prize ! 
A Friend is worth .all Hazard we can run. 
^* Poor is the Friendlefs Mafter of a World : 
^' A World in Purchafe for a Friend is Gain/* 

So fung He (Angels hear that Angel fing ! . 
Angels frdrn Friendfliip gather Half their Joy) 
So fung PHiLAi^D.ER, as his Friend went round 
In the rich Ichor j in the gen'rpus Blood 
Of Bacchus^ purple God of joypus Wit, 
A Brow folute^ and ever-laughing Eye. 
He drank long Health, and Virtue, to his Friend ; 
His Friend, who warm'd him more, who more infpir'd. 
Friendjbif^ the Wine of Life 5 but Friendfliip tiew 

(Not 
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(Not fuch was his) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 

! for the bright Complexion, cordial Warmth, 

And elevating Spirit, of a Friend, 

For twenty Summers ripening by my Side 5 

All Feculence of Fallhood long thrown down 5 

All focial Virtues rifing in his Soul ; 

As Cryftal clear •, andfmiling, as they rife! ' 

Here Nedlar flows ; it fparklcs in our Sight ; 

Rich to the Tafte, and genuine from the Heart. 

High-flavour*d Blifs for Gods ! on Earth how rare ! 

On Earth how Icfi I — Philander is no more. 

Think'ft thou the Theme intoxicates my Song ? 
Am I too warm ? — ^Too warm I cannot be. 
I lov'd him much ; but now I love him more. 
Like Birds, whofe Beauties languilh, half concealed. 
Till, mounted on the Wing, their glofly Plumes 
Expanded fhine with Azure, Green, and Gold ; 
How Bleflinjgs brighten as they take their Flight ! 
His Flight Philander took •, his Upward Flight, 
If ever Soul afcended. Had he dropt, 
(That Eagle Genius !) O had he let fall 
One Feather as he flew ; I, then, had wrote. 
What Friends might flatter ; prudent Foes forbear ; 
Rivajs fcarcc damn ; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I can, I mull : It were profane 
To quench a Glory lighted at the Skies, 
And cafl: in Shadows his illuftrious Clofe. 
Strange ! the Theme moft afiefting, moft fublimc, 
Momentous moft to Man, Ihould fleep unfung ! 

And 
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And yet it fleops, by <Semii$ imawak'd^ 
Padnim ot Chiftian^ totheBluflidf Wit. 
Man's highefl: Triu^nph i Maii?s .pnofoundeft Fall I 
The Deatb-M of the Juft ! is yet undmwn 
By mortal Hand : It merits a Divine : 
Angels ihould paint it, AngfSls cwr Then % 
There, oft a Poft of Honour, and <rf Joy. 

Dare I prefume, then ? But Philakp^r bids % 
And Glory tempts, and Inclination calls -r — 
Yet am 1 ftruck % as ftruck the Soul, beneath 
Aereal Groves impenetrable Gloom •, 
Or, in fome mighty Ruin's folemn Shade ; 
Or, gazing by pale Lamps on bigb-bom Btffiy 
In Vaults J thin Courts of poor Unflattcr'd Kii^ ! 
O, at the ^Midnight Mat^s halkw'd Flame. 
It is Religion to proceed : I paufe — ^— 
And, enter, aw'd the. Temple of my Theme. 
Is it his Death-bed ? N05 It is ids Shrine ; 
Behold him, there, juft rifing to a God. 

The Chamber fflMt the Good Man meets his Faoe, 
Is privilcgyi beyohd the common Walk 
(X, virtuous Life, quite in the Vetge of Heav*n. 
Fly, ye Prrfane ! If not, draw near with Awe, 
Receive the Bleffing, and adore t&e Chance, 
That threw in this Bethefia your Dileafe ; 
If unreftor'd by This, defpair your Cure. 
For, Hercy refiftlefs Demonftration diwelU ; 

A Death- 
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A Death-faccf s a Dete&>r of the Heart. 

Here tir'd D^fikukaim drops Jier Nfafi)ue» 

Thro' Life's Grimaee, that Miftrefs of the Scenel 

HereKtslj and Appaient, are the Same. 

You fee the Man ; you fee his Hold on Hear^n^ 

If found his Virnie; as Philakdeh'S) found. 

Heav'n waks not tbelaft Moment ; owns her Friendi 

On this Side Death ; and points them out to Mei^ 

A LeSure, fUent, but of fovVeign PoVr ! 

To Vice, Confufion; and to Virtue, Peace, 

"Whatever Farce the boaftftil Hero plays. 
Virtue alone has Majefty in Death ; 
And greater ftill, the more the Tyrant frowns. 
Philander ! ' he fevercly frown'd on Theo. 
" No Warning giv'n ! Unceremonious Fate ! 
*' A fudden Rufli from Life's meridian Joys ! 
*^ A Wrench from all we love ! from all we are J 
« Areftlefe Bedof Pain! a Phinge opaque 
« Bcyoad Conje6tui« ! Feeble Natures Dread ! 
•* Strong Rdaf(nf% Siudder at ^hc darfc Unknown? 
** A Sun extinguiflit ! a juft opeaing Grave ! 
" And Oh ! the laft,laft-,wh;« ? (can Words exprefi? 
" Thought reach ?) the laft, \z&r-^iknci of a Fr»nd !*• 
Where are thofe Horrors, that Amazement, where. 
This hidtous Group of Ills, which/»p/)r fiiock. 
Demand from M«i ? — I thought him Man till n(r». 

Thro* Nature's Wreck, thro* vanquiiht Agonies, 
(Like the Stars ftru^ling thro* this Midnight Gk)om) 

What 
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What Gleams of Joy ? what more than Human Peace ? 
Where, the frail Mortal ? the poor abjed Worm ? 
No, not m Death, the Mortal to be found. 
His Conduft is a Legacy for All. 
Hicher than Manmotf^ for his fingle Heir. 
His Comforter^ He Comforts ; Great in Ruin^ 
With unrelufbnt Grandeur, grves^ not yields 
His Soul Sublime; and clofes with his Fate. 

How our Hearts burnt within us at the Scene ! 
Whence, This brave Bound o'er Limits fixt to Man ? 
His God fuftains him in his final Hour ! 
His final Hour brings Glory to his God 1 
Man's. Glory Heav'n vouchfafes to call her own. 
We gaze ; we weep •, mixt Tears of Grief and Joy I 
Amazement flrikes ! Devotion. burfts to Flame I 
Cbrijiians Adore !' and Infidels Believe. 

As fome tall TowV, or lofty Mountain's Brow, 
Detains the Sun, lUuftrious from its Height ; 
While rifing Vapours, and defcending Shades, 
With Damps, and Darknefs, drown the fpacious Vale : 
Undampt by Doubt, Undarken'd by Defpair, 
Philander, thus, auguflly rears his Head, 
^t that black Hour, which genVal Horror Iheds 
On the low Level of th* Inglorious Throng : 
Sweet Peace J and Hfcav'nly /fop^, and humble Jcy^ 
Divinely beam op his exalted Soul ; 
Deftru6Hon gild, and crown him for the Skies, 
With incommunicable Liiftre, Bright. 

THE 
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NIGHT THE THIRD. 

N ^ R C I S S ^. 

Humbly Infcrib'd to Her Grace 

The Duchess of P----. 

Ignofcenda quidem^ fcirent Ji ignofiere Manes. Viro« 

FROM Dreams y where Thought in Fancy's Maze 
[runs mad» 
To Reafon^ that Hcav*n-lighted Lamp in MaQ» 
Once more I wake 5 and at the deftin'd Hour, 
Pundhial as Lovers to the Moment fworn, 
I keep my Affignation with my Woe, 

O ! Loft to Virtue, Loft to manly Thought^^ 
Loft to the noble Sallies of the Soul ! 
Who think it Solitude, to be Alone. 
Communion fweet I Communion large, and high J 
^Viv ReafoHj Guardian Af^el^ saidonr God! 
Ihen neareft Thefe, when Others moft remote; 

D And 
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And All, ere long, (hall be remote, but Thefe« 
How dreadful, Tbeny to meet them all alone, 
A Stranger! Unacknowledged! Unapprov'd! 
Now woo them ; wed them ; bind them to thy Breaft; 
To win thy Wifh, Creation has no more. 
Or if we wilh a Fourth^ it is a Friend " 

But Friends, how mortal ! DangVous the Defirc. 

Take Phoebus to yourfelves, ye bafking Bards ! 
Inebriate at fair Fortune's Fountain-head ; 
And reeling thro* the Wildernefs of Joy 5 
Where Senfe runs favage, broke from Reafopfs Chain, 
And fings falfe Peace, till fmothcr'd by the Pall. 
My Fortune is unlike ; unlike my Song ; 
Unlike the Deity my Song invokes. 
I to Day*s foft-eyM Sifter pay my Court, 
(Endymion's Rival !) and her Aid implore j 
Now firft implored in fuccour to the Mifi. 

Thou, who didft lately borrow * Cynthia's Form, 
And modeftly for^o thine Own ! O Thou, 
Who didft thyfelf, at midn^ht Hours infpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia Patronefs of Song? 
As Thmi her Crefcent, Ihe thy Charia<fler 
Affumes j ftill moit a Goddcfs by the GhangCr 

Are there demurring Wits, who dare diiputc 
This Revolution in the World infpir'd ? 
Ye Train Pierian! to the Lunar Sphere, 



♦ At th« Dtike of Norfcie^ Mafquei adc^ 

Digitized by CjOOQIC ' 



In 



NARCtSSA. jt 

In Tilent Hour^ addreTs your ardent Call 
For Aid immortal s Ids her Brother's Right. 
She, with the Spheres harmonious, nightly leads 
The mzzy Dance, and hears their matchlefs Strain) 
A Strain for Gods ! denyM to mortal Ear. 
Trahfmit it heard, thou Silver Queen of Heaven I 
What Title, or what Name endears thee ttioft ? 

Cynthia ! Cyllene ' Phoebe ! or doflhear 

With higher Gu% fair P— d of the Skies ? 

lis that the foft Inchantment calls thee down. 

More powerful than of dd GrceaH Charm ? 

Come ; but from Heav*nly Banquets with thee bring 

The Soul. of Song •, and whifper in mine 3Ea|- 

The Theft divine j or in propitious Dreams 

(For Dreams are Thiiic) transfufe it tliro* the Sreaft 

Of thy firft Votary— But not thy laft ; 

If, l;ke thy Namefak^^ Thou art ever kind. 

And kind Thou wik be ; Kind on fuch a Thcihe ; 
A Theme fo like thee, a quite l4ir;wr Theme, 
Softj modeftj mdandholy, female, fair! 
A Theme that rofe all-pale, aiid told my Soul^ 
Twas Night ; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night ; 
A Night which ftruck^ a Damp, a deadlier Damp, • 
Than that which fmote me from J?Hii.A»rDER:*iB Tpibb. 
Narciss A follows, ere his Tomb is clos*d. 
Woes clufter : rare are fdiMy Woes % 
They love a Train, they tread Qich<ocher!s Heel \ 
i> Death invades Hjmoumftil Right, anddainis 

D 2 * The 
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The Grief that darted from my Lids fo^ Him : 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated Tear, 
Or ihares it, ere it falls. So frequent Death, 
Sorrow, He more than caufes. He confounds 5 
For human Sighs his rival Strokes contend, ^ 
And make Diftrefs, Diftraftion. OhJPHiLANDiR.1 
What was thy Fate ? A double Fate to me ; 
Portent, and Pain ! a Menace, and a Blow ! 
Like the black Raven hovVing o*cr my Peace, 
Not lefs a Bird of Omen, than of Prey. ^ 
It caird Narcissa long before her Hour \ 
It caird her tender Soul, by Break of Blifs, 
From the firft Bloflbm, from the Buds of Joy •, 
Thofe Few our (loxious Fate unblafted leaves. 
In this inclement Clime of human Life. 

Sweet Harmonift ! and Beautiful as fweet ! 
And Young as Beautiful ! and Soft as young ! 
And Gay as foft ! and Innocent as gay ! 
And Happy (if ought Happy here) as good ! 
For Fortune fond had built her Neft on high* 
Like Birds quite exquifite of Note and Plunge, 
Transfixt by Fate (who loves a lofty Mark) 
How from the Summit of the Grove flie fell. 
And left it unharmonious ! All its Charm 
Extinguiflit in the Wonders of her Song ! 
Her Song ftill vibrates in my ravilht Ear, 
Still melting There, and with voluptuous Pain 
(O to forget her !) thrilling thro* my Heart ! 

Song, 
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Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy ! this Group 
Of bright Ideas, Flow*rs of Paradife, 
As yet unforfeit, in one Blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and prefcnt it to the Skies ; as All 
Wegucfs of Heav'n : And thcfc were all her own. 
And flie was mine ; and I was — was moft bleft,— 
Gay Title of the decpeft Mifery ! 
As Bodies grow more ponderous, robb*d of Life ; 
Good loft weighs more in Grief, than gainM, in Joy. 
Like bloflbm'd Trees o'crtum'd by vernal Storm, 
Lovely in Death the beauteous Ruin lay j 
And if in Death ftill lovely, lovelier There j 
Far lovelier \ Pity fwells the Tide of Love. 
And will not the Severe cxcufc a Sigh ? 
$corn the proud Man that is alham'd to weep ^ 
Our Tears indulged mdeed deferve our Shame. 
Ye that e'er \cA an Angel ! pity- me. 

Soon as the Luftre langwiflit in her Eye, 
Dawnifig a dimpfier Day on human Sight *» 
And on her Cheek, the Refidencc of Spring, 
Pale Omen fat ; and fcatter'd Fears around 
On all that faw (and who would ceafe to gaze, 
That once had fecn?) withHafte, parental Hafte, 
I flew, I fn^ch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native Bed, pn which bleak Boreas blew^ 
And bore her nearer to the Sun •, the "Sun 
(As if the Suft coul4 envy) checkt his Beam, 
Peny'd his wonted Succour, nor with more 

D J Regret 
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Regret beheld her drooping, than tlic Belk 
Of Lilies j Faireft Lilies ndt fo fair. 

Queen Lilies ? and ye painted Populace ! 
Who dwell in Fields, and lead ambrofial Lives ; 
In naorn, and ev'ning Dew, your Beauties bathe. 
And drink the Sun j "^^'hich gives your Cheeks to glow> 
And out-blufh (mine excepted) ev*ry Fair ^ 
yen gladlier grew, annbitious of her Hand, 
'NA 1 ich often cro|>t your Odours, Inoenfe meet 
To Thought io pure j her ftow'ry State of Mind 
In Joy unfarn. Ye lovely Fugitives ! 
Cox val Race with Man ! for Man you fmile j 
Why not fmile at hiffi too ? You (hare indeed 
His fudden Pafs •, but notiiis conftant Pain^ 

So Man Is made, nought minifters Delight, 
But what his glowing Paffions can engage ; 
And glowing Paflions, bent on aught Below, 
Muft, foon or late, with Anguifti turn theScaltj 
AndAn^ifli, after Rapture^ howfti^ere! 
Rapture ? bold Man ! who tempts tte WraA diving 
By plucking Fruit deny*d to mortal Tafte, 
While ^^r<?, preftiming on the Rights of Heaverv 
For Tranfport doft Thou cdi on ev?ry-Mo«r, 
LoRENza? At thy Friend's Exf*n<:?e be wife -, 
Lean not on Earth ; *tw411 plcrte thte to the Heart j 
AbtokenR^ed, atbieft^ but, ofts, a%ear; 
On its ihar^ fo^APtm bkfeds^ <UKi l^lopc opirea. . 
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Turn, hopelefs Thou^t ! turn from Her : — ^Thoqght 
Hefcnting rallies, and wakes ev'ry Woe. [repelrd^ 

Snatch'd ere thy Prime ! and in thy bridal Hour ! 
And when k^ind Fortune, with thy Lover, fmil'd ! 
And when hi^-fl^vour'd thy frefti-op'ning Joys ! 
And when blind Man pronounc'd thy Blifs complete 1 
And on a Foreign Shore j where Strangers wept ! 
Strangers to Th^, and, more furpriling ftill, 
Strangers to Kindnefi, wjept : Their Eyes let fall 
Inhuman Tears 5 ftrange Tears, that trickled down 
From marble Hearts ! obdurate Tcndernefs ! 
A Tcndernefs that call'd them more fevcre 5 
In Spite of Nature's fpft Perfuafion, ftecl'd i 
While JVi?/tfr^ melted, Superjtiiion rzv^d^ 
That mourn'd the ptead > and This deny'd a Grave. 

Their Sighs incenil: ; Sighs foreign to the WilH 
Their WiU the Tyg^fiKkU Qutr^g'd the Storm, 
For Oh! the cuift Ungpdlinefs of Zqil ! 
WhUe ^j^ Fkjb rtkotedy Spirit nurft 
In hfind InfaUilaUt^s Emfaraoe, 
The Sainted Spirit petrify'd the Breaft i 
Deny'd the Charity of Duft, to fpread » 

O'erDyfibJ a^Charity thdr Dogs enjoy. 
What cou'd I do ? what .Succour ? what Resource ? 
With pious Sacrilege, a. Grave I (bole ; 
With iffipious Piety that Gravel wronged-. 
Short in«my Duty s Coward in my Grief 1 

D 4 More 
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More like her Murderer, than Friend, I crept. 
With foft-fufpended Step ; ^d, muffled deep 
In midnight Darknefs, wbifper'd my Laft Sigh. 
I wbifper'd what Ihould echo through their Realms y 
Nor writ her Name, whofe Tomb fhould pierce the Skies.. 
Frcfumptuous Fear ! How durft I dread her Foes, 
While Nature's loudcft Dilates I obey'd ? 
Pardon Neceffity, Bleft Shade! Of Grief 
And Indignation rival Burfts I poured ; 
Half-execration mingled with my Prayer ; 
Kindled atJVf an, while I his God ador*d ; 
Sorc-grudg*d the Savage Land her Sacred Dull y 
Stampt the curft Soil j and with Humanity 
(Dcny'd Narci'SWI) wliht them all a Grav<. 

Glows my Refentment into Guilt f What Guilt 
Can ecjual Violations of the Dead ? 
The Dead how Sacred! Sacred is the Duft 
Of this Heav'n-labpurVl Form, ttt&y divine J 
This Heav'n-aflumM majefHc Robe of Earth, 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaft Expanfe 
With Azure bright, and cloaEth'd th^ Sun in Gold. 
When ev'ry Paffion fleeps that can offend 5 . 
When ftrikes us cv*ry Motive that bw mdt ; 
When Man can reek his Rancour uflcontroul'd. 
That ftrongeft Curb on Infult and Ill*will ; . 
"Tben^ Spleen to Duft ? the Duft of Innocence ? 
An Angel's Puft !■ ■ ■ T his L ucifer tranfcends ; 
When He contended for the Patriarch's Bones, 

TWM 
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»Twas not the Strife of Malice, but of Pride i 
The Strife of Pontiff Pride, nox'Pontiflf Gall. 

Far lefs than This is fliocking in a Race 
Mod wretched, but from Streams of mutual Love i 
And uncreated, but for Love Divine ; 
And but for Love Divine, thi3 Moment, loft. 
By Fate reforb'd, and funk in endlefs Night, 
Man hard of Heart to Man ! Of horrid things 
Moft horrid ! Mid ftupendous, highly ftrange ! 
Yet oft his Courtefies are fmoother Wrongsj 
Pride brandifhes the Favours He confers, 
And contumelious his Humanity : 
What then his Vengeance ? Hear it not, ye Stars ! 
And thou, pale Moon ! turn paler at the Sound ; 
Man is to Man the foreft, furcft lU, 
A previous Blaft foretells the rifing Storm ; 
Overwhelming Turrets threaten ere tkcy fall -, 
Volcano's belk>w ere they difembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour 5 
And Smoke betrays the wide-confumijng Fire : 
Ruin from M^in is moft concealM when near. 
And fends the dreadful Tidings in the Blow. 
Is this the Flight of Fancy ? Would it were ! 
Hcav Vs Sov'rdgn favcs all Beings but Himfelf, 
That hideous Sight, a naked human Heart. 

Fir'd is the Mufe ? And let the Mufe be fir'd : 
W]io not inflamy, wheQ what He fpeaks> he feels. 

And 
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And in tjif Nerve moft tender, in his Friends ? 
Shame to Mankind ! Fhilanobr had his Foes ; 
He felt the Truths I fing, and I in Him. 
But he, nor I, ftel mope : Paft Ills, Narcissa ! 
Arc funk in Thee, Thou recent Wound of Heart ! 
Which bleeds with other Cares, with other Pangs ; 
Pangs numVous, as the nun^Vou? Jll$ chat fwarnnt'cl 
O'er thy diftinguilht Fate, and, tUlft'ring ITipw 
Thick as the Locuft on the Land of Nite^ 
Made Peath more deadly, and more dftrk the<jiayt* 
Refleft (if not forgot my touching Tale) 
How was each Ciiieiimftance with Afpics arm'd ? 
An Afpic, Each j aqd AW, m ^jidrg-Woe. 
What ftrqog /&iwA»* Virtue ?QyJd firfBfi?.??r^ 
Or is if Vijwic to be conquerM Here f ^ 
This hoary Cheek a Train <rf T^ri t^ews ; 
And each Tt» fWP\»rn$ it» cpw diAind DUftieS.; 
And each Oiftr^ diftin^y fl¥»im-4 dem»Mit 
Of Grief ftill more, as hfight^'d^^ Whole. 
A Grief }ike ^js Proprictpw «<4!i^Q* : 
Not Friends ^one iych Ohfequi^ •dfi|^lQre n 
^li^y make Mwkiini the M^ni^tE^ri ij^ry Sig^fir 
Far as tl^e fa£al,F4»e c w wing her W^* 
And turn the gayeft Thought ©f g^({Eefti4igft, 
Pown thgir ri^htChai^l* through the Vftie of Deadu 

The Vale of Death ! That Hulht a«»wrrtf« Vale, 
Where Darknefij brooding o'er unfiniflit Fates^ 
With Rav^A Wiog ioc\}i;nbent^ waits ihe T>Kf 

z (Dread 
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(Dread D^y 1) tU^t imerdifts all future Change. 
That Subterranean World, that Land of Ruini 
Fit Walk, Lorenzo, for pioud human Thought ! 
There let my Thought «patiate, and <xplorc 
Balfamic Truths^ and hcaKng Sentiments, 
Of all m(A wanted, and moft welcome. Here, 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own. 
My Soul ! .** The Fruits of Dying Friends furvcy ; 
•* Expofc the ysirt of life j weigh Life sufd Death : 
** Give Death his Eulq^i Thy FeariuWuqdi 
*' And labour that Firft Palm of noble Minds^ 
" A manly Scorn of Terror from the Tomb/' 

This Harveftit?«ip from thy Nakgisj^a's Grave, 
As Poets feigfi*vj from Aj ax* ftreaming Qlood 
Ar<^ with Grief infcrib'd,. a mournful Flgw'r : 
Let Wifdom bloffcm from-my mortal Wound 
AndjSr^^^f Dy«^ Friei^ds y what Fruk from Thefe ? 
It brings us more than Triple Aid ; an Aid 
To chafe wr timghtfidn^s^ Fear^ Pride ^ and C^i^. 

Our dying Friends come o'er us like a Cloud, 
To dapop cur biattnief^ Ardors i and^bate 
That Glare Df Life, wWch i^ften blinds fhc Wife, 
Our dying Frieffids ace Pioneers, ^ fmooth 
Our .niqggsd Pais to Death ; to break thoTe Bar;; 
Of TerroPj .and Abhantncc, f^Sure throws 
Crofs oHF-obftnidted Way, Aad> thus;, to make 
Wflcpme, ^ &fe, Qitf Piert froro.cv'ry Storm. 

EiSfch 
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Each Friend by Fate fnatch*d from us, is a Plume 

Pluckt from the Wing of human Vanity, 

Which makes, us ftoop from our aereal Heights, 

And, dampt with Omen of our own Deceafe, 

On drooping Pinions of Ambition lowered, 

Juft flcim Earth's Surface, ere we break it up. 

O'er putrid Pride to fcratch a little Duft, 

And fave the World a Nuifancc. Smitten Friends 

Are Angels fent on Errands full of Love •, 

For us they languifli, and for us they die : 

And ftiJdl they languifli, Ihall they die in vain? 

Ungrateful, Ihall we grieve their hov'ring Shades, 

Which wait the Revolution in our Hearts ? 

Shall we difdain their filcnt, foft Addrefs; 

Their pofthumous Advice, and pious Prayer ? 

Senfelcfs, as Herds that graze their hallowed Graves, 

Tread under-foot their Agonies and Groans ; 

Fruftrate their Anguifli, and deftroy their Deaths ? 

Lorenzo! no-, the Thought of Death indujgc; 
Give it its wholefome Empire ; let it reign. 
That kind Chaftifer of the Soul to Joy !' 
Its Reign will fpread thy glorious Conquefts fair> 
And ftill the Tumults of thy ruffled Breaft : 
Aufpicious ^ra ! Golden Days, begin ! 
The Thought of Death Ihall; like a God, infpire. 
And why not think on Death ? Is Life the Theip^ 
Of ev'ry Thought? and Wifh of <v'ry Howr ? 

And Song of cv'ry Joy ? Surprifing Truth ! 

The 
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The beaten Spaniel's Fondnefs not fo ftrange* 

To ware the numerous Sis that feize on Life 

As their own Property, their lawful Prey % 

Ere Man has meafur*d half his weary Stagp, 

His Luxuries have l^ft him no Referve, 

No maiden Relilhes, unbroacht Delights ; 

On cold-ferv'd Repetitions He fubfifts. 

And in the taftelefs Prefent chews the Paft j 

Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwallow down. 

Like lavifh Anceftors, his earlier Years 

Have difinherited his future Hours, 

Which fbrve on Orts, and glean their former Field. 

Live ever Here, Lorenzo ! — Shocking Thought! 
So fliocking, they who wifli, difown it too ; 
Difown from Shame, what they from Folly crave. 
Live ever in the Womb, nor fee the Light ? 
For what live ever Here ? —With labouring Step 
To tread our former Footfteps ? Pace the Round 
Eternal ? To climb daily Life's worn Wheel, ^ 
Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat. 
The beaten Track ? To bid each wretched Day 
The former mock ? To furfeit on the Same^ 
And yawn our Joys ? or thank a Mifery 
For Change, tho* fad ? To fee what we have feen ? 
Hear, till unheard, the fflne old flabber*d Tale ? 
To tafte the tailed, and at each Return 
Lefs tafteful? O'er our Palates to decant ^ 

Another Vintage ? ftrain a flatter Year, 

Thro* 
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Thro* loaded Vcffds, and a laxer Tone ? 
Crazy Machines to grind Earth's wafted Fruifs ! 
Ill-ground, and worfe ooncoft^d ! Load^ not Life 1 
The Rational foul Kennels of Excefs ! 
Still-ftreaming Thorough-fairs of dull Debauch ! 
Trembling each Gulp,left Death fliouldfnstch the Bowl. 

Such of our Fine ones is the Wifh refinM I 
' So would the^ have it : Elegant Dcfiret 
Why not invite the bdfowing Stalls, and Wilds ? 
But fuch Examples ftiight their Riot awe. 
Through Want of Virtue, that is^ Want of Thought, 
(Tho* on bright Thought they father all their Flights) 
To what are they reduc'd ? To love, and hate, 
The fame tain World ; To cehfure, and efpoule, 
This painted Shrew of Life^ who cdlls them Fool 
Each Moment of each Day ) To flatter Bad 
Thro* Dread of Worfe ; To cling to this rude Rock^ 
Barren^ to fhm^ of Gx)od, and fliarp with lUs^ 
And hourly blacken'd with impending Storms* 
And infatnous for Wrecks of human Hope — 
Scar'd at tlie gloomy Gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their Triumphs ! fuch their Pangs of Joyf 

'TIS Time, ixigh Time, to fliift this difmal Sccfte. 
This huggM, this hideous State, what Art can cure ? 
One only ; but that One, what All may reach 5 
VIRTUE — She, wonder-working Goddefs ! charms 
That Rock to bl6om -, and tames the j>atnted Shrew ; 

And 
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And whtt will more fuxprife, Lorxk^o! giv^s 
To Life's fick, mufdbus IUr4U$H9 Chahge ^ 
And ftraiten's Nadire's Ciitle to a Liae. 
Beliet^ft Thou This^ Loucnzo f Lend an Eir, 
A p&tkat Ear, Thou'k faiiiih to dibelittve. 

A languid^ leadeti Iteration rdgm. 

And ever muft, oVrXhofe, whofejojrs arc Joys 

Of Sight, Smell, Taftc : TheCuciBow-feafon* fii^ 

The fame dull Note to liich as nothing prize, 

But what thofe Seafona, from the teeming Earthy 

To doating Senfe indulge. But nobkr Minds^ 

WJrich rclflh Fruite wnr^n'd by the ^mt^ 

Make their Days ratious % various as the Dy^ 

On the Dove's Neck, wfaidi waMbn in ^ Rays, 

Oa Minds of I)ove<-like innocence jioffisft. 

On light'ned Mbtds^ chat hdSk m Virti3e\ Setirns, 

Nodiing haiigs ttdk^ nodikig old revolves 

hiUat^ forwhiehlheylohg*, fol'whtehlfeeyfiyc. 

Their glorious Effi>rt*, •wing'd w*h Heav'nJy Hopfc^ 

Each fifing Morning fees ftill Wgher rife ; 

Each bounteous Dawn its Novelty prefcnts • 

To Wonii maMinj^, new Strfehgth, Lufttie, Fame ; 

While Nature's <;ircte, lik€ a (!:httwft-whteel 

Rolling heneatb ikax titrated Aiitt^, 

Makes their feir Profpeft feiftt ^eV^iy Houlr ; 

Advancing Pirti$t^ in a Line to BUfi ; 

Virtue^ which <!hriftran Motives belt infpJrt ! 

AndMfs^ Vfhich Chriftian Schemes alone enfurc ! 

^ And 
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And fliall wc then, for Virtue's Sake, conimencef 
Apoftates ? and turn Ittidds for Joy ? 
A Truth it is. Few doubt^ but Fewer truff, 
•* He fms againft ibis Life, wha flights the next.^ 
What is .this Life ? How Few their FavVifee know ? 
Fond in the Dark, and blind in our Embrace, 
By paffionatcly loving Lifci wcmakc 
Lov'd Life unlovely ; hug^g her to Deatk 
Wc give to Time Eternity's Rcgaid •, 
And, dreaming, tak^our Paflagc for our Port. 
Life has noVahieas anEad, butMeansj 
An End deplorable ! a Means divine \ 
When 'tis our All, *tis Nothing : worfc than Nought i 
A Neft of Fains -, when held as Nothing, Much j 
Like fome fair Hum'rifts, Life is moft enjoy'd, 
Whenqourtedleaft; moft worth, whendifefteem'di 
Then 'tis the Seat of Comfort, rich in Peace 5 
InProfpeft, richer far; Important! Awful! 
Not to be mention'd but with Shouts of Praife ! 
Not to be thought on, but with Tides of Joy ! 
The mighty Bafis of eternal Blifs! 

Where now the barren Rockj the painted Shrew f 

Where now, Lorenzo ! Life's eternal Round? 

Have I not made my triple Promife good ? 

Vain is the World ; but only to the Vain. 

To what compare we then this varying Scene, 

Whofe Worth ambiguous rifes, and declines ? 

Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, Night 

' Aflifts 
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Affifts me Hetc^'"C6mpare it to' the MoDn ;" 
Dark in herfelf, and^Adigerft ;' «lit nch 
n borrowed Luftre frbtii ahigKeV Sphere. 
When grofs Guilt lAterpofes, LabVing Earth, 
O'erfliadow'd, mourns a deep Eclipfe of Jx>y j 
Her Joys, at brighteft, paJlid,* to that Font 
Of full effUlgcnt Glory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that Glory diftant : . Oh Lor enzo ! 
A good Mart, and an A^gel ! Thcfe between 
How thin the Barrier ? What divides their Fate ? 
Perhaps a Moment ; or perhaps a Year } 
Or, if an Age, it is ,a Moment ftill 5 
A Moment, or Eternity's forgot* 
Then be, what once they were^ who now arc Gods ; 
Be what Philander wasj and claim the Skies. 
Starts timid Nature at the gloomy Fafs I 
The foft Tranfitibn call it • and be chear*d : 
Such it is of ten, and why not to Thee ? 
To hope the Beft is pious, bravcj and wife j- * 
And may itfelf procure, what ic preftimes; 
Life is much flatter'd^ Death is mufch ti?duc*d • ^ - * 
Compare theRivals^ and the Kinder crcwn. • 
** Stringe Competition /"— True^ Lorenzo ! Strange! 
So Little Li^'^e can caft into the Scale. 

Life makes the Soul dependent on the Duft ; 
Death gives her Wings to mount above the Spheres. 
Thro' Chinks, fty?d Organs, dim Life peeps at Lig'.it ; 
Death burfts th* involving Cloud, and all is Day j . 
All Eye, all Ear, the difembody'd JPower. 

E Dtatb 
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Death has fcign'd Evils, Nature (hall not feci j 
Ufe^ Ilk fubftantial, Wifdom cannot ihun. 
Is not the mighty ASnd^ that Son of Heaven ! 
By Tyrant Life dethron'd^ imprifon'd, pain*d ? 
By Death inlarg'd, ennobled, deUy*d ? 
Death but intombs the Body; Ufe the Soul. 

<^ Is Death then guUtlefe ? How he marks hi<i Way 
" With dreadful Waftc of what deferves to ihine ! 
" Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated Power ! 
" With various LuftresTi^^ light up the World, 
«« Which Death puts out, and daricens human Race.*^ 
I grant, Lorenzo ! this Indidtment juft : 
The Sage, Peer, Potentate, King, Conqueror! 
Death humbles Thefe -, more barb'rous Ufe^ the Mm. 
Life is the Triumph of our mouldering Clay ; 
Deatby of the Spirit infinite ! divine ! 
Death has no Dread, but what frail ZJfe imparts ; 
Nor ZiJ^ true Joy, butwhat kind Dw/ifr improves. 
No Blifs has Life to boaft, till Death can give 
Fargitatter; Lz/^s a Debtor to the Grave, 
thtk Lattice! lettii^ ineternal Day. 

Lorenzo! hhiQi bz Fondnefs for s^Life^ 
Whi^h fends celcftial Souls on Errands vile. 
To cater for the Senfe ; and ferve at Boards, 
Where ev'ry Raider of the Wilds, perhaps 
Each Reptile, juftly claims our upper Hand. 
Luxurious Feaft ! a Soul, a Soul immortal, 
In all the Dainties of a Brute bemirM ! 
Lor inzo ! bluih uxTerr^ for a Death, 

Which 
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Wkfch givics thee to repofe ii»*fi:ftiVcr Bb^wreiSi 
Where Neftars fpaikic, Angdsrminiftcr, 
And more Aan Angels ffarc^ md rdiftj and c>owrij 
And eternize, theBirthj Bloom, Burfts of'Slifij 
What need f more ? ©■ Death, tiie^ Palmi^ thme.' 

Then wcfcome. Death ! thy dreaded HarbirigePSj 
Jge^ mdDifeafe 5 Drfeafe, tho' long my Giisft^; 
That plucks my Nervts, thofe teiKter Strir%^ of Life j 
Which, pluckt a little more, \vill toll the Bell^ 
Thatcalls rnyfcw^Fiiendsto myFuncfttl; ' 
Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps^ aTlear, 
While Reafbn aitd Re%fon, better taught) 
Congratnhite the Dead^ and crown his Tomb 
Widi Wreat& trmm^ant. Death is Vidory ; 
It bmds in Chains the raging Ifls of ^-ife t 

Dragg^ at his Chariot-whed, appiaud bis Po«W* 

That Ills cwroGve, Cares impoftuftate, •'" * 

Are not immortsd too^ ODtath J is Thine. ^^^ . 

Our Day of Diflfekition !— Name it /)ght ; ; ^ ^ 

Tis our great Pay-day* ^s our Harveft, rich 

And ripe : What tho" the Sickle, fometin^es keeni 

Juft fears US) as we reap the golden Grain ? 

More than thy Balm^ O Cikad! heals the Wound. 

&>/A's feeble Cry, and D^tf/i&*s deep difmal Groan^ 

Are flender Tributes low^-raxr Nature pays 

For mighty Gain: The Gain of each, a Life! 

But O ! the laft the former fo tranfcends, 

Life dies, compared i Ij/^ lives beyond the Grave. 

£ 2 And 
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And feel I, Death ! no Joy from Thought of Thee ? 
Deatbj the great Counfcllor, .who Man infpires 
With ev'ry nobler Thought, and fairer Deed ! 
Death J the Deliverer, who rcfcues Man ! 
Death J thcRewardcr, who the Refcu'd crowns ! 
Deatbj that abfolves my Birth ; a Curie without it ! 
Rich Death, that realizes all my Cares, 
Toils, Virtues, Hopes ; without it, a Chimera ! 
Death, of all Pain the Period, not of Joy ; 
Joy's Source, and Suljeff, ftill fubfift unhurt ; 
One, in my Soul ; and One, in her great Sire ; 
Tho* the four Winds were warring for my Duft. 
Yes, and from Winds, and Waves, and central Night, 
Tho* prifon'd there, my Duft too I reclaim, 
(To Duft when drop proud Nature's proudeft Spheres) 
And live intire. Death is the Crown of Life : 
Was Death deny'd, poor Man would live in vain ; 
Was Death deny'd, to live would not be Life ; 
Was Death deny'd, ev'n Fools would wifh to die. 
Death wounds to cure : Wefall ; we rife •, we reign ! 
Spring from our Fetters ; fatten in the Skies ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our Sight : 
Death gives us more than was in Eden lo&. 
This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. 
When Ihall \ die to Vanity, Pain, Death ? 
When (hall I die ?— When fhall I Hve for ever ? 



THE 
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COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT THE FOURTH, 

THE 

Chriftian TRIUMPH. 

CONTAINING 

Our only Cure for the FEAR 
of DEATH. 

And Proper Sentiments of Heart 
on that Ineftimable Bleffing. 

Humbly Infcribed to the 

Hon^J^ Mr. r O R K E. 

A Much indebted Mufe, O YorJce! intrudes; 
Amid the Smiles of Fortune, and oi Youth, 
Thine Ear is patient of a ferious Song. 
How deep implanted in the Breaft of Man 

The Dread of Death ? I fing its fov'reign Cure. 

I 

Why ftart at Death ? where is he ? Death arriv'd. 
Is paft 5 not come, or gone. He's never here. 

E 3 Er^ 
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Fre Hopey Senfation fails ; Black-boding Man 
ReceiveSy not yi^^rj Death's tremendous Blow. k 

The Knell,.. tlv?v Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave; 
The deep damp Vault, the Darknefs, and the Worm i 
Thdc arc the Bugbears of a Winter's Eve, 
The Terf ors of the Living, not the Dead. 
Jffu^mation's Fool, and Errqf^ Wirtjch, 
Man makes aDeatli, which Nature never made-, 
Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls ; 
Ana feels a thoufand Deaths, in fearing pnr. 

» 
But^as Death frighlfuj, what has Jge to fear ? 

If prudent. Age fhould meet the friendly Foe, 

And Ihdcer in his hofpitable Gloom. 

I fcarce can meet a Monument, but holds 

My Younger ; every Date cries — " Come away.*' 

And what recalls me ? Look the World around, 

And tell me what : The Wifeft cannot tell. 

Should any born of Woman give his Thought 

FulU{.an5C, on juft BifHkc^^ unbounded Field 5 

Of Things, the Vaniqr j of M<^n, the Flaws; 

Flaws in; the Befi \ the Many, Flaw all o'cf, 

J^^J^pofd^j fpottcdt or, di^Etinopi^ dark | %- - 

Vivacious iZ?; G^fl^ dying immafurp ; 

(How immaturCf N^rc^^sa's Marble teJU) ^ 

And at its Death bequeathing endlefs Pain ; 

His Heart, tho* bojjd^ would ficken at the Sight, 

And ipend iifelf in Si^is^ for Juturc Sceiies. 



But 
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But grant to Life (and juft it is to grant 
To lucky Life) fomc Pexiquifites of Joy \ 
A Time there is, when, like a thrice-told Tale, 
And that of no great Moment, or Delight, 
Long-riSed Life of Sweet can yield no more. 
But from our Comment on the Comedy, 
Pleaiing lUfieHions on Parts well fuftain'd. 
Or purposed Emendations where we fail*d. 
Or Hopes of Plaudits from our candid Judge, 
When, on their Exit, Souls are bid unrobe. 
Toft F^iune back her Tinfel, and her Plume, 
And drop this Mafk of Flefli behind the Scene. 

With me, that Time is come \ my World is dead \ 
A new World rifes, and new Nfanners reign : 
Foreign Comedians, a (pruce Band ! arrive. 
To pufli me from the Scene, or hHs me there. 
What a pert Race ftarts Up ! the Strangers gaze^ 
And I at them % my Neighbour is unknown \ 
Nor that the worft: Ah me! the dire Effeft 
Of loitVing here, of Death defrauded long \ 
Of old fo gracious (and let that fuffice). 
My very Mafter knows me not.-~--> 

Shall I dare %» Peculiar is the Fate ? 
iVc been fo long remembered, Pm forgot* 
An Objeft ever preffing dims die Sight, 
And hides behind its Ardor to be fan. 
When in his Courtier's Ears I pour my PUnt, 

E 4 They 
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72 the COMPLAINT: Night IV. 

They drink it as the NcAar of the Great ; 

And fqucczc my Hand, and beg me come To-morrow% 

Refufall canft thou wear a finoother Form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my Theme : 
Who <:heapens Life, dositcs ih^ Fear of Death : 
Twice-told thp Period fpcnt on ftubborn Tr^jy, 
Court-Favour, yet untaken, I befiege ; 
Ambitioi)*s ill-judg*d Effort to be rich, 
Alas ! Ambition makes my Little, lefs ; 
EmbittVingthe Poffcfs^d : Why wifh for more ? 
Wifhingy of all Employments, is the Worft ; 
Philofophy's Revcrfe ! and Health's Decay ! 
Was I as plump, as jftall'd Theology, 
Wijhing -would wii^fte me to this Shade again. 
Was I as wpalthy as a South-Sea Dream, 
Wiping is. an Expedient to be poor. 
WMngy that conftant HeSic of a Fool ; 
Caught at a Court, purg'd oflf by purer Air, 
And fimpjer Diet -, Gifts of rural Life f 

Bleft be tha^ Hand, divine, which gently laid 
My Heart at Reft,- beneath this humble Shed. . 
The World's a ftately Bark, on dang'rous Seas, 
With Pleafure fcen, but boarded at our Peril : 
Here^ on a fingle Plank, thrown fafe afliore, 
I hear the Tuipult of the diftant Throng, 
As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms ; 
And mefiitate 051 Scenes, more filenrftill j 
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Purfue my Theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 

Hercs like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, 

Touching -his Reed, or leaning on his Staff, 

Eager Anibition*s fiery Chacc Ifee ; 

I fee the circling Hunt, of noify Men, ' 

Burft Law's Incloiure, leap the Mounds of Right, 

Purfuing and purfu'd, each other's Prey ; 

As Wolves, for Rap'ne ; as the Fox, for Wiles ; 

Till Beath^ that mighty Hunter, earths them all. 

Why all this Toil for Triumphs of an Hour ? 
What, tho' we wade in Wealth, or foar in Fame ? 
Earth's higheft Station ends in, " Here he lies :" 
And « Duft to Duft ^' concludes her nobleft Song. 
If this Song lives, Pofterity (hall know 
One, tho' in Britain born, with Courtiers bred. 
Who thought bv'n Gold might come a Day too late ; ' ' 
Nor on his fubtle Death-bed plann'd his Scheme 
For future Vacancies in Church or State j 

Some Avocation deeming it to die ; 

Unbit by Rage canine of dying Rich ; 

Guilt's Blunder ! and the loudeft Laugh of Hell. 

O my Coevals ! Remnants of yourfelves ? 
Poor human Ruins, tott'ring o*er the Grave ! 
{Shall we, Ihall aged Men, like aged Trees, 
Strike deeper their vile Root, and clofer cling. 
Still more enamoured of this wretched Soil ? 
Shall oyr pale, withered Hands be ftill ftretch'd out^ 

Trembling 
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Trembling, at once, with Eageinds and Age I 
With Avarice, and Convuliions graiping hard ? 
Grafping at Air ! for what has Earth befide ? 
Man wants but Little ; nor that Little, long ; 
HoW foon muft he refign his very Duft ; 
Which frugil Nature lent him for an Hour! 
Years unexperienc'd rufli on hum'rous Ills ; 
And foon as Man, c3q)ert from Time, has found 
The Key of Life, it opes the Gates of Death. 

When in this Vale of Years I backwaid look. 
And mifs fuch Numbers, Numbers too of fuch. 
Firmer in Health, and greener in their Age> 
And ftrider on their Guards and fitter far 
To play Life's fubtlc Game, I fcarce believe 
I ftill furvive: And am I fond of Life, 
Who fcarce can think it poffibl^, I live ? 
Alive by Mirack ! or, whatisnext^ 
Alive by Me ad ! if I am ftiil alive, 
Who long have bury'd what gives Life to live, 
Firmnefs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought, 
Life's Lee is not moxtjbaUow^ than impure^ 
And vapid ^ Senfe and Reafon fhew the Door, 
Call for my Bier, and point me to the Duft. 



O thou great Arbiter of Life and Death ! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial Sun ' 
Whofe all-prolific Beam late call'd me forth 
From Darkneis, teeming Darkncls, where 1 1^ 

2 
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The Worm's Inferior, and, in Rank, beneath 
The Duft I tread on, high to bear my Brow, 
To drink the Spirit of the goklen Day, 
And triumph in Exigence ; and could^ft know 
No Motive, but my Blifs ; and haft ordain*d 
A Rife in Bkffing ! with the ?atrianh\ Joy, 
Thy Call I follow to the Land i^nknown \ 
I truft in Thee, and know in whom I truft ; 
Or Life, or Death, is equal ; neither weighs : 
Ail Weight in this— O let me live to Thee ! 

Tho' Naturf?^ Terrors, thta^ may be ttpreft ; 
Still frowns grimDfti/i^; Guilt points the Tyrant's Spear. 
Aod whence all human Guilt I from Death forgot. 
Ahmei coo long I fet at nou^t the Swarm 
Of fricfidly Warnings, which aroimd me flew ; 
And fmil'd, unfmitten : Small my Caufe to fmile t 
DttaV^ Admomtions, like Shafts iqpwards ihot. 
More dreadful by Delay, the longer ere 
They ftrike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound. 
P think how de^ Lorenzo! ^^^itftings: 
Who can appleafe its Anguifh } How it bums ! 
What Hand the barb*d, invcnom'd. Thought can draw ? 
What healif^ Hand can pour the Balm of Peace ? 
And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb ? 

With Joy, — with Grief, that haling Hand I fee ; 
Ah ! too confpicuous ! It isfixt on high. 
Pn high ! — What means my Phrcnfy ? \ blafpheme ; 

Alas! 
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76 Ue C O JVI PLAINT: Night IV. 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath the Skies ? 
The Skic^k formed ;. and now it bleeds for me — 
But bleeds the Balm I want— yet ftill it bleeds 5 
Draw the dire Steel— Ah no ! — the dreadful Blefling 
What Heart or ciin fuftain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human Hope : That Nail fupports 
Our falling Univerfe : That gone, we drop j 
Horror receives us, and the difmal Wi(h 

Creation had been fmother'd in her Birth 

Darknefs His Curuin, and His Bed the Duft \ 
When Stars and Sun are Duft beneath his Throne ! 
InHeav'n itfelf can fuch Indulgence dwell ? 
P what a Groan was there ? A Groan not His. 
He feiz'd our dreadful Right j the Load fuftain'd ; . 
And heaved the Mountain from a guilty World. 
A thoqfand Worlds, fo bought, were bought too dear. 
Scnfations new in Angels Bofoms rife ; 
Sufpend their Song ; and make a Paufe in Blifs. 

O for their Song to reach my lofty Theme ! 
Infpke me. Night! with all thy tuneful Spheres infpire 5 
Whilft I with Seraphs Ihare feraphic Themes, 
And (hew to Men the Dignity of Man j 
Left I blafpheme my Subjeft with my Song, 
Shall Pagan Pages glow celeftial Flame, 
And Chriftian languifti ? On our Hearts, not Heads, 
Falls the foul Infaniy : My Heart ! awake. 
What can awake thee, unawak'd by tbis^ 
^' Expended Deity on human Weal ?** . 

Fed 
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Feel the great Truths^ which burft the tenfold Night 
Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood 
Of endlefs Day : To feel, is to be fir*d ; 
And to believe, Lorenzo !, is to feel. 

Thou moft indulgent, moft tremendous Pow'r ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond*rous Love ! 
That arms, with Awe more awful, thy Commands ; 
And foul Tranlgreflion dips in fcvenfold Night j^ 
How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenfe ! 
In Love immenfe,. inviolably Juft ! 
Thou, rather than thy Juftice fhould be ftain'd^ ' 
Didft ftain the Crofs 5 and. Work of Wonders, far 
The grcateft, that thy Deareft far might bleed. * 

Bold Thought ! Shall I dare fpeak it ? or reprefs ? 
Should Man more execrate^ or bpaft^ the Guilt - 
Whichrous'dfuch Vengeance ? whichfuchLoveinflam^d ? 
0*er Guilt (how mountainous !) with outftrecht Arms, 
Stern Juftice^ and foft-fmilingZw^, embrace;, 
Supporting, in full Majefty, thy Throne, 
When feem'd its Majefly to need Support, 
Or That^ orMan^ inevitably loft. 
What, but the Fathomlefs of Thought divine. 
Could labour fuch Expedient from Defpair^ 
And refcue both ? Both r^fcue ! Both exalt J . 

how are both exalted by the Beedt 
The wond'rous Deed ! or fliall I call it more ? 

A Won- 
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A Wonder in Omnipotepce itfelf ! 

A Myftcry, no Icfs to Gods thian Men ! 

Not, thus J our Infidels th'jE/tfr;?^/ draw, 
A God all o*er, confummatc, abfolute, 
FuU-orb'd, in his whole Round of Rays complete : 
They fet at odds Heaven's jarring Attributes ; 
And, with one Excellence, another wound-, 
Maim Heaven's Pcrfedion, break its equal fecam^. 
Bid A^cy trhimph over — God himfelfi 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious P'raife : 
A God JR Mercy, is a God unjuft. 

Ye brainlefs Wits ? yc baptized Infidels t 
Ye worfe for mending ! walh*d to fouler Stains ! 
The Ranfom was paid down ^ the Fund of Heaven, 
Heaven's incxhauftihle, exhaufted Fund, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the Price, 
All Price beyond : Tho' curious to compute. 
Archangels faiPd to caft the mighty Sum : 
Its Value vaft ungrafpt by Minds Create^ 
For ever hides, and glows in, xht Supreme. 

And was the Ranibm paid ? It was : And paid 
(What can exalt the Bounty more ?) for Tau. 
The Sun beheld it— No, the fhocking Scene 
Drove back his Chariot : Mdnight veird his Face -, 
Not fuch ^^Iris J not fuch as Nature makes j 

A Mi- 
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kMidnigbtj Nature fhudder'd to behold ; 

A Mdnigbt new ! a dread Eclipfe (without 

Oppofing Spheres) from her Creator's Frown! 

Sun ! didft thou fly thy Maker's P^n ? or ftait 

At that enormous Load of hpman Guiltt 

Which bow*d his bkflcd Head ; o'erwhdm'd hh Croft ; 

Made groan the Centre ; burft Earth's marhk Womb, 

With Pangs ftrange Pangs ! delivered of her D^ f 

Hell howrd ; and Heav'n that Hour let fell a Tear ; 

Heav'nwept^that Men might imile ! Heav'nbled,thatft^ 

Might never die I 

And is Devotion Virtue ? 'Tis ctmtpeS'd : 
What Heart of St<Mic but gtows at Thoughts like Thefe? 
Such Cont^nplations mount us, and Aould mount 
The Mind ftill higher j nor ever glance on Man, 
Unraptur'd, uninfkm'd. — ^Where roll my Thoughts 
To n& from Wonders I Other Wonders rife ; 
And ftrike where-c'er they roll : My Soul is caught : 
HeavVs fov*rcign Bkffings, cluft*ring from theCrols, 
Ruih on her, in a Throng, and cloie her round. 
The Pri&'ner of Amaze !^In His Weft Lifi^ 
I fee the Patb^ and in His Diotk^ the Price^ 
And in His ffe^tJ/cent, the Ptwf Supreme 
Of Immortality^— And did He rife ? 
Hear, OyeNattom! heaur it, O ye Dead ! 
Hcrofc! He rofc! He burft the Bars of Death. 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlafting Gates ! 
And give the King of Gbry to come in : 

Who 
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Who is the King of Glory ? He who left 
His Throne of Glory, for the Pang of Death : 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlafting Gates ! 
And give the King of Glory to cqme in. 
Who is the King of Glory ? He who flew 
The rav'nous Foe, that gorg'd all human Race I 
The King of Glory, He, whofe Glory filPd 
Heav'n with Amazement at his Love to Man 5 
And with Divine Complacency beheld 
Pozifrs mod iUumin'd, wilder'd in the Theme. 

The Theme, the Joy, how then ftiall Man fuftain? 
Oh the burft Gates ! crufli'd Sting ! demolifli'd Throne ! 
LaftGafp! of vanquifli*d Death, Shout Earth and Heaven! 
This Sum of Good^ to Man : Whofe Nature, then 
Took Wing, and mounted with Him from the Tomb! 
Then, then, I rofe ; then firft Humanity 
Triumphant paft the Cryftal Ports of Light, 
(Stupendous Gueft!) and feiz'd eternal Youth, 
Seiz*d in our Name. E'er fince, *tis blafphemous 
To call Man mortal. .Man's Mortality 
Was, tljen, transferred to Death ; and HeavVs Duration 
Unalienibly feal'd to this frail Frame, 
This Childx)f Duft,— Man, * all-immortal ! Hail v 
Hail, Heaven! alMavifh of ftrangp Gifts to Man ! 
Thine all the Glory j Man's the boundlcfs Blifs. 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant Theme, 
On Chriftian Joy's exulting Wing, above 

Ih'Aomn 
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WAonian Mount ?— Alas, fmall Caufe foh Joy I 

What if to Paift, imttioirtal ? If Extfent 

Of Being, to preclude a Clofe of Woe ? 

Where, then; my B^aft bf Immortality ? 

I boaft itilill, tho* covered o*er with Guilt : 

For Guilt, not Inhbcencc, His Life He pour*d i 

*Tis Guilt alone can juftify His Death V 

Nor that, unli^fs His Dekth Cto juftify 

Relenting Guilt in Heaven's indulgent Sight4 

If, fick of Folly, I relent • He writes 

My Name in Heav'n, with that inverted Spear 

(A Spear deep-dipt in Blood !) which piercM his Sidc^ 

And open'd there a Font for all Mankind 

Who (bive, who combat Crimes, to drink, and livd : * 

fbisj only thisy fubdues the Fear of Death. 

And what is m's } — Survey the wond*rous Cure . 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder rile ! 
" Pardon for infinite Offence ! and Pardon 
" Thro* Means, that fpeak its Value infinite ! 
" A Pardbh bought with Blood ! with Blood Divine ! 
'' With Blood Divine of Him; I made my Foe ! 
'' Perfifted to provoke ! tho* woo'd; afid aw*di 
" Bleft, and chaftiz'd, a flagrant Rebel ftill ! 
^' A Rebel 'midft the Thunders of his Thronel 
" Nor I alone ! a Rebel Univerfe ! 
** My Species up in Arms ! not One exempt ! 
"* Yet for the fouleft of the Foul, He dies* 
" Moft joy'd, for the Redeemed from deeped Guilt ! 

F "Aft 
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" As if our Race was held of highcft Rank -, 
" And Godhead dearer, as more kind to Man \*' 

Bound, ev'ry Heart I anrf, ev'ry Bofom, bur^i I 
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is here ! 
Its loweft Round, high-planted on the Skies ; 
Its tow'ring Summit loft beyond the 1 hought 
Of Man or Angel ! Oh that I could climb 
The wonderful Afccnt, with equal Praife ! 
Praife ! flow for ever, (if Aftonifluncnt 
Will give thee Leave) my Praife ! for ever flow ; 
Praife Ardent, Cordial, Conftant, to High Heav'n 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd j 
And all her fpicy Mountains in a Flame; 

So dear, fo due to Heav'n, fliall Praife defcend 
With her foft Plume, (from plaufive Angels Wing 
Firft pluck'd by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 
Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great ? 
Is Praife the Perquifite of ev'ry Paw, 
Tho* black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold ? 
Oh Love of Gold ! thou meanell of Amours ! 
Shall Praife her Odours wafte on Virtue's Dead, 
Embalm the Bafe, perfume the Stench of Guilt, . 
Earn dirty^ Bread by wafliing Etbiops fair. 
Removing Filth, or finking it from Sight, 
A Scavenger in Scenes^ where vacant Pofts, 
Like Gibbets yet untenanted, expeft 
Thtir future Ornaments ? From Courts and Thrones, 
, . • Return, 
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Rctumj z^^?Ltt Pfaife ! Thou Vagabond ! 
Thou ProlHtutc ! to thy firft Love return, 
Thyfirft, thygrcateft, once unrival*d Theme, 

There flow redundant j like Meander flow, 
Back to thy Fountain ; to that parent Power, 
Who givei the Tongue to founcl, the Thought to foar, . 
The Soul to be. Men Homage pay to Men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful Eye they bow 
In mutual Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 
Of Guilt to Guilt, and turn their Backs on Thee, 
Great Sire ! whom Thrones celeftial ceafdcfe fing i 
To profl:rate Angels, an amazing Scene ! 
the Preemption of Man's Awe for Man ! 
Man'5 Author ! End ! Reftorcr ! Law ! and Judge ! 
Thine, All ; Day thine, and thine this Gloom oi Nighty 
With all her Wealth, with all her radiant Worlds : 
What, Night eternal, but a Frown from Thee ? 
What, Heav*n*s meridian Glory, but Thy Smile ? 
And fliall not Praife be Thine ? not Human Praife ? 
While Heav Vs high Hofl: on Hallelujahs li^e I 

O may I breathe, no longer than I breathe 
My Soul in Praife to Him, who gave my Soul, 
And all her Infinite of Profped fair. 
Cut thro' the Shades of Hell, great Love! by T hee, 
'^h moft adorable 1 moft unador*d ! 
Where fliall that Praife begin, which ne'ei? fliould en:i ! 
Whcre-e'er I turn, what Claim pn all Applaofe! 

F z >;o^ 
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Ho^ is Nighfs fable Mantle laboured o'er, 

How richly wrought, with Attributes divine ! 

What JVifdom (hines ! what Love ! This Midnight Pomp^ 

This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds inlay'd ! 

Built with divine Ambition ! nought to Thee ; 

For Others this Profufion : Thou, apart. 

Above, Beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind I 

Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the Deep ? 

Call to dib Sun^ or afk the roaring Winds^ 

For their Creator ? Shall I queftion loud 

Tht Thundery if in that th* Almighty dwells ? 

Or holds He furious Storms in ftreighten'd Reins, 

And bids fierce Whirlwinds wheel his rapid Carr ? 

What meanthefe Quefiions ? — Trembling I retraft j 
My proftrate Soul adores the pre/ent God : 
Praife I a diftant Deity ? He tunes 
My Voice (if tun*d)i the Nerve^ that writes, fuftains ; 
Wrap*d in his Being, I refound his Praife : 
But tho* paft Jill diffused, without a Shore, 
His Eflence^ heal is His Throne (as meet). 
To gather the Difperft (as Standards call 
The Lifted from afar) -^ to fix si Pdnt, 
A central Point, eoUeftive of his Sons, 
Since finite ev'ry Nature, but his own. 

The namelefs He, whofe Nod is Nature^ Birth 5 . 
And Nature'% Shield, the Shadow of his Hand v 
Her Dilfolution, his fufpendcd Smik I 

\ The 
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The great FirpLaft! pavilion*d high he fits 
In Darknefs, from exceflive Splendor, borne, 
B7 Gods «nfeen, tinlcfs thro* Luftre loft. 
His Glory, to created Glory, bright, 
As that to central Horrors ; He looks down 
On All that foars \ and fpans Immcnfity, 

Tho* Night unnumbered Worlds unfolds to vie^> 
Boundlefs Creation ! what art thou ? A Beam, 
A mere Effluvium of Kis Majefty : 
Aj)d (hall an Atom of this Atom- World 
Mutter, in Duft and Sin, the Theme of Heaven ? 
Down to the Centre fliould I fend my Thought 
Thro' Beds of glittering Ore, and gbwing Gems, 
Their beggared Blaze wants Luftre for my Lay j 
Goes out in Darknefs : If, on tovVing Wing, 
I fend it thro* the boundlefs Vau^ of Stars ; 
The Stars, tho* rich, what Profs their Gold to The^ 
Great 1 Good ! Wife ! Wonderful ! Eternal King ! 
If to.thofe confcious Stars thy Throne around, 
Praife ever-pouring, and imbibing Blifs •, 
And afk their Strain -, They want it, more they want. 
Poor Aeir Abundance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Energy, their Ardor cold. 
Indebted ftill, their higheft Rapture burns 
Short of its Mark, defedive, tJiQ* djivinp^ 

Still more —This Thieme is Man's, and M^n's alone j 
Their vaft AppQintments reach it not ; They fee 

F 3 Cn 
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On Earth a Bounty not indulged on hi^ \ 
And downward look for Heaven's fuperior Prsife ! 
Firft'born of Ether ! high in Fields of Li^ I 
View Man, to fee the Glory of your God ! 
Could Angels envy, they had envy*d here ; 
And fome did envy ; and the reft^ tho' Gods, 
Yet ftill Gods unredeemed (there triumphs Man, 
Tempted to weigh the Duft againft the Skies) 
They lefs would feel,- tho' more adorn, my Theme. 
Tiiey fung Creation (for in that they fliar'd) 
How rofe in Melody, the Child of Liove : 
Creation*s great Superior, Man! is Thine ; 
Thine is Redemption ; They juft gave tlie Key : 
•Tis Thine to r^ife, and eternize, the Song 5 
Tho* human, yetjdivine 9 for Ihould not fbis 
Kaife Iv^an o'er Man,- and kindle Seraphs i&«r^l^ 
Jiedemftion ! 'twas Creation more fublime; 
Redemption ! 'twas the Labour of the Skies ; 
Far more than Labour — It was Death in Heaven. 
A Truth fo ftrange I 'twere bold to think it true j 
If not far bolder ftill, to dilbelieve. 

Here paufe, and ponder : W^s there Death in Hca^ ■» * 
What then oaEarth ? On Earth, which ftruck die Blow ? 
"Who ftruck it ? Who 1— O how is Man inlarg'd, 
Bttn thro* this Medium ! how the Pygmy tow'fs 1 
How counterpois'd his Origin from Duft ! 
Hov counterpoise, to Duft his fad Return ! 
i icw voided his vaft Diftance from the Skteal 
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How near he pref&s on the Seraph's Wing ! 

Which is the Seraph ? Which the Born of Clay ? » • 

How This dcmonftrates thro* the thickcft Cloud 

Of Guilt, and Clay condenft, the Son of Heaven! 

The double Son ; the Made, and the Re-made ! 

And (hall Hcav*n*s double Property be loft ? 

Man's double Madnefs only can deftroy. 

To Man the bleeding Crofs has promised all ; 

The bleeding Crofs has fworn eternal Grace; 

Who gave his Life, what Grace (hall He deny ? 

ye ! who from this Rock of Ages^ leap, 

Difdainful, plunging headlong in the Deep ! 

What cordial Joy, what Confolation ftrong. 

Whatever Winds arife, or Billows roll. 

Our IntVeft in the Mafter of the Storm ! 

Cling there, and in wrecked Nature's Ruins fmile j 

While vile Apoftates tremble in a Calm. 

Man! Knowthyfelf. All Wiidom centres there : 
To none Man feems ignoble, but to Man^ 
Angels that Grandeur, Men overlook, admire : 
Haw long (hall Human Nature be Their Book, 
Degenerate Mortal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The Beam dim Reafon Iheds fliews Wonders There 1 
What high Contents ! Illuftrious Faculties ! 
But the grand Comment^ which difplays at Full 
Our human Height, fcarcefever'd from Divine, 
By Heav • n composed, was publUh'd on the Crofs, 

F4 Who 
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Who looks on Jhat, .and fees npt U> himfclf 
An awful Stranger, a Tcrrcftrial God ? 
A glorious Partner with the Deity 
In that high Attribute, immortal Life ? 
If a Gqd bleeds, he bleeds nqt fqr a Wci-.n : 
I gaze, and as I gaze, my mounting Soul 
Caxbes ftrange Fire, Eternity ! at Thee ; 
And drops the World— or rather, more enjoys : 
H)w changed the Face of Nature ! how improved I 
Wiiat feem'd a Chaos, fhit^cs ^ glorious World, 
Cr, what a Wprld, ai? Eden \ heightened 4II ! 
It is another Scene ! anotl^er Self I 
And ftill another, as Time rolls along j 
And ^at a Selfizx more illuftrjous ftill. 
Beyond long Ages, ye)t rojrd up in Shades 
Unpicrc'd by bold Conjedure's kceneft Ray, 
What Evolutions of fuprifing Fate ! 
How Nature opens, arid receives my Soul 
In boundlefs W;4ks of rapityPd .Thought! Where God? 
Encounter, and embiracp n>e I What new Births 
Of ftrange Adventure, foreign to the Sun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whatever exifts, 
0|d Time^ and fair Creatigny arc forgpt | 

Is this c^trav^ant ? Qf Man wc fom^ 

Extravagant Conception, to be jtift : 

Conception unconfin'd wants Wing to reach him : 

Beyond its Reach, the Godhead <Miiy, more. 

Hh the great Father ! kindled at one Flame 

- • ■ The 
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The World of Ratlonals •, one Spirit ppur'd 
From Spirit's awful Fountain ; pour*d Himfclf 
TiVo' gU their Sopls ; but not in equal Stream, 
Profufc, or frugal, of th* infpiring God, 
As his wife Plan demanded j and when pad: 
Thejr various Trials, ip tlieir various Spheres, 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Reforbs them all into tjim'elf again 5 
His Throne their Centre, aqd his Smile their Crpwi^.. 

Why doubt we^^ then, the gloripus Truth to fing, 
Tho* yet unfung, as deem*d perhaps top bpld ? 
Angels are Men of a fupcrior Kind ; 
Angpls are Men in lighter Habit clad, 
High p*er cf Jeftial Mountains winged in Flight j 
And Men arc Angels, loaded for an Hour, 
Who wade this miry Vale, and climb withPain, 
And fligp'ry Step, the Bottom of the Steep. 
Angels their Fa^illgs, MorfaU Ijavc their Praife j 
While Hm^ of Corps ethereal, fuch enfoU'd, 
And fummon'd to the glorious Standard fpon 
Which flames eternal Crimfon thro* the Slcies, 
Nor are our Brothers thoughtlefs of their Kin, 
Yetabfent ; but not abfent from their Love. 
AliCHAEL has fought our Battles ; Raphael fung 
Our Triumphs j G abriejl on our Errands flown. 
Sent by the SOVEREIGN: And arc thefe, O Man ! 
Thy Friends, thy warm Allies ? and Thou (Shame burn 
The pheel} to Cinder I) |lival to the Brute; ? 

Religioif^ 
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ReUgidff% AIL Dcfccnding from the Skies 
To wretched Man, the Goddcfs in her Left 
Holds out this World, and, in her Right, the next ; . 
Religion ! the fole Voucher Man is Man ; 
Supporter Sole of Man above himfelf j 
Ev'n in this Night of Frailty, Change, and Death, 
She gives the Soul a So\^l that a(5b a God. 
Religion ! Providence ! ahi After-State ! 
Here is firm Footing j here is folid Rock ; 
This can fupport us •, all is Sea befides ; 
Sink^ under us j beftorms, and then devours. 
His Hand the good Man fattens on the Skies, 
And bids Earth roll, nor feels her idle WhirK 

As when a Wretch, from thick, polluted Air, 
Darknefs, and Stench, and fuffocating Damps, 
And Dungeon Hof rors, by kind Fate, difcharg*d> 
Climbs foHK fair Eminence, where Ether pupe 
Surrounds him, and Ehfian Profpefts rife. 
His Heart exults, his Spirits caft their Load ; 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the Change ; 
So joys the Soul, when from inglorious Aims, 
And fordid Sweets, from Feculence and Froth 
Of Ties terreftrial, fet at large, fhe mounts 
To Reafon's Region, her own Element, 
Breathes Hopes immortal, aqd ^ffefts the Ski^# 

Religion! thou the Soul of Haj^inefsj 
And, ^roanins Cahnry^ of thee ! fT/fr^fv ihine 
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The noblcft Truths ; tbete ftrongcft Motives fting : 

There, facred Violence aflaults the Soul ; 

There, nothing but Cempulficn is forborn. 

Can Love allure us ? or can Terror awe ? 

He weeps !*— the falling Drop puts out the Sun ; 

He fighs !— the Sigh Earth's deep Foundation ihakes. 

If, in his Love, fo terrible, Hn^at then 

His Wrath inSam'xi? his Tendemefs on Fire ? 

Like fofi:,fmooth Oil, outblazing other Fires ? 

Can PrayV, can Praife avert it ? — Thou, my AU ! 

My Theme 1 my Inlpiration ! and my Crown! 

My Strength in Age ! my Rife in low Eftatc \ 

My Soul's Ambition, Pleafure, Wealth ! — my World ! 

My Light in Darknel^ I and my Life in Death! 

My Boaft tfcro* Time! Blifs thro* Eternity \ 

Eternity, too ihort to fpeak thy Praife ! 

Or fathom thy Profound of Love to Man ! 

To Man of Men the meaneft, ev'n to me ; 

My Sacrifice ! my God 4 — ^what Things are Thcfc ! 

What then art Thou ? by whatNamefhall IcaU Thee? 
Knew I the N^une devout Archangels ufe» 
Devout Archangels fljPuW die Name oijoy. 
By me imtival'ds Ttenifands more fublime, 
Nonehalf fibdcar, as that, whjkh tho^unfpokc, 
&ill glow^B at Heart : O Ji>ow Omnipotence 
Is loft in Love ! Thou gregt Pinlantbr^tft ! 
Father ^Angels! but the Friend of Mar^ ! 
jLfke Jacoj, %uleft of th? y^i^er t)omi ! . 

Thou, 
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Thou, who didft fave him, fnatchthe fmoking Brand 
From out the. Flames, and quench it in thy Blood ! 
How art thoupleas'd, by Bounty to diftrefs ! 
To make us groan beneath our Gratitude, 
Too big for Birth ! to favour, and confound ; 
To challenge, and to diftance, all Return ! 
Of lavifti Love ftupendous Heights to foar. 
And leave Praife panting in the diftant Vale ! 
Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of Thy Due i 
And facrilcgious our fublimcft Song. 
But fince the naked ff^iO obtains thy Smile, 
Beneath this Monument of Praife unpaid^ 
And future Life fymphonious to my iStrain, 
(That nohlcft Hymn tp Heav'n !) for ever li« 
Intomb'd my Fear ef Death ! and cv'ry Fear, 
The Dread of cv'ry Evil, but Thy Frown. 

Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely fmifc ? 
Laughter a Labour, and might break their Reft. 
Ye Quietifts, in Homage to the Skies ! 
Serene ! of foft Addrefs \ who mildly make 
An unobtrufive Tender of your Hearts, 
Abhorring Violence ! vfhoball indeed ; 
But, for the Blefling, wreftle not with Heaven !' 
Think you my Song, too turbulent ? too warm ? 
Are Pajions^ then, the Pagans of the Soul ? 
Reafon alone baptized ? alone arddrCi 
To touch Tilings facred ? Oh for Warmer (till ! 
Guilt chills my Zeal, an^ Age benumbs ipy Powers^ 

T Ob 
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Oh f(H' an humbler Heart, and prouder Song ! 
Thou, my much injured Theme ! with that loft Eye, 
Which melted o'er doom'dStffew, deign to look 
Compaffion to the Coldnefs of my Breaft ; 
And Pardon to the Winter in my Strain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen Formalifts f 
On fuch a Theme, *tis impious to be calm ; 
Paffion is Reafon, Tranfport Temper, here. 
Shall Heav'n, which gave us Ardor, and has flicwn 
Her own for Man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
What fmooth Emollients in Theology, 
Recumbent Virtue's downy Doftors preach. 
That Profe of Piety, a lukewarm Praife ? 
Rife Odours fweet from Inccnfe uninflam'd > 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout i 
But when it glows, its Heat is ftruck to Heaven j 
To human Hearts her golden Harps are ftrung ; 
Hi^ Heav'n's Orcbefira chaunts Jmen to Man. 

Hear I, or dream I hear, their diftant Strain, 
Sweet to the Soul, and tafting ftrohg of Heaven 
Soft-wafted on celeftial P//y*s Plume, 
Thro* tlie vaft Spalces of the Univerfe, 
To chear me in this melancholy Gloom ? 
Oh when will Deaib (now ftinglcfs), like a Fnend, 
Admit me of their Choir ? Oh when will Deatk^ 
This mouldering, old. Partition Wall throw down ? 
Give Beings, one in Nature, one A]bodc ? 

. ^ Oh 

Digitized by VjOOy It! 



94 ?:&(? COMPLAINT: NightlV. 

^Oh Death Divine ! that giv'ft us to the Skies f 
Great Future ! glorious Patron of the Paffy 
And PrefetU ! when (hall I thy Shrine adore ? 
From Nature's Continent^ immenfely wide, 
Immcnfely bleft, this little ^ (j/T li^Jr, 
This dark, incarcerating Colowf^ 
Divides us. Happy Day ! i!hat breaks our Ch^ j 
That manumits ; that calls from Exile home ; 
That leads to Nature's great Metropolis^ 
And re-admits us, thro* the Guardian Hand 
Of elder Brothers, to our Father's Throne ; 
Who hears our Advocate, and, thro' his Wounds 
Beholding Man, allows /i&^ir tender Name. 
*Tis this makes Cbriftian Triumph^ a Command :, 
*Tis this makes Joy a Duty to the Wife ; 
Tis impious, in a good Man, to be fad. 

Seeilthou, Lorenzo! where hangs all our Hope ? 
Touch'd by the Crofs^ we live ; or. more than die ; 
That Touch which touch'd not Angels ; more divine 
Than that, which touchM Coirfufion into Form, 
And Darknels into Glory ; Partial Touch f 
Ineffably pre-eminent Regard I 
Sacred to Man, and Sovereign thro' the whole 
Long golden Ghs»n. of IVEracles, which hangs 
From Heaven thro' all Duration, and fupports 
In one illuftrious, and amaziilg Plan, 
Thy^^ Welfare, Nature ! and thy God's Renown ; 
That Touchy with Charm celcftial, heals the Soul 

Di'feas'd, 
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t)ifcas'(i, drives Pain from Guilt, lights Life in Death, 
Turns Earth to Hcav'n, to heav'nly Thrones transforms 
The ghaftly Ruins of the'moul4'ring Tomb. 

Doft alk me when ? when He who dy'd returns ? 
Returns, how chang'd ! where then the Man of Woe ? 
In Glory's Terrors all the Godhead burns j 
And all his Courts, exhauiled by the Tida 
Of Deities triumphant in his Train, 
Leave a ftupendous Solitude in Heaven > 
Replenifht foon •, replenilht with Increafe 
Of Pomp, and Multitude ; a radiant Band 
Of Angels new, of Angels from the Tomb. 

Is this by Fancy thrown remote ? and rife 
Dark Doubts between the Promife, and Event ? 
I fend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure ; 
Read Nature ; Nature is a Friend to Truth 5 
Nature is Chriftian •, preaches to Mankind j 
And bids dead Matter aid us in our Creed 
Haft thou ne'er fcen the Comet's flaming iRlight ? 
Th' illuftrious Stranger paifing, Terror Iheds 
On gazing Nations, from his fiery Train 
Of Length enornoous ; takes his ample Round 
Thro* Depths of Ether -, co^s unnumbered Worlds, 
Of more than folar Glory ; doubles wide 
Heav Vs mighty Cape ; and then reyifits Earth, 
From the long Travel of a thoufand Years, 
Thus, at the ddlia'd Period, fhall return . . 
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//f, onCc on Earth, who bids the Comet blaze : 

And with Him all our Triumph o'er the Tomb, 

♦ 

Nature is dumb on this important Point : 
Or Hope precarious in low Whifper breathes ; 
Faifb fpeaks aloud, diftinft ; ev*n Adders hear. 
But turn, and dart into the Dark again. 
Taith builds a Bridge acrofs the Gulph of Deaths 
To break the Si^ock blind Nature cannot fhun. 
And lands Thought fmoothly on the farther Shortf;^ 
Death's Terror is thelVlountain Faith removes ; 
That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace^ 
•Tis Faith difarms Dcftrudion ; and abfolves 
From ev*ry clamorous Charge, the guiltlefs Tomb; 

Why dilbelieve ? Lorenzo !— « Reafon bids, 
" AU-facrcd Reafon/'— Hold her facred ftill ; 
Nor fhalt thou want a Rival in thy Flame : 
All-facred Reafon ! Source, and Soul, of all 
Demanding Praife, on Earth, or Earth above I 
My Heart is thine : Deep in its inmoft Folds, 
Live thou with Life ; live dearer of the Two.- 
Wear I the blefled Crofs, by Fortune ftaftipt 
On paffivc Nature, before Thought was borti ? 
My Birth's blind Bigot ' fir'd with local Zeal \ 
No I /J^^^ rebaptiz:*d me when adult i 
Weigh'd True and Falfc iii her impartial Scale i 
My Heart became the Convert of my Head •, 
And made that Choice, which once was but my Fate. 
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" On Argument ftlohe my Faith is built :*' 
Reafon purfiiM is reitb \ and^ unp\arfu*d 
Where Procrf invites, 'tis Reafon, then, no more : 
And fuch, our Proofs that, or our Faitb^ is rigbi^ 
Ox Reafon lyes, and HcaV'h deflgn'd it wong: 
Abfolvc we This ? What, thcn^ is Blafphcmy ? 

Fond as we are, and juftly fond of Faitb^ 
Reafon, we grant, demands our Firft Regard ; 
The Mother honoured, as the Daughter dear ; 
Reafon the Root, fair Faitb is but the Flower ; 
The fading Flow V (hall die j but Rtafon livci 
Immortal, as her Father in the Scies. 
When Failb is Virtue, Reafon makes it fo. 
Wrong hbt the Chriftian ; think not Reafon j^arj; 
'Tis Reafon our great Mafier holds fo dear ; 
*Tis Reafon*^ injured Rig'ats His Wrath refents ; 
^v&Reafon*% Voice obey'd His Glories crown ; 
To give loft Recfcn Life^ Me poutM his own ; 
Believe, and Ihew the Reafon of a Man •, 
Believe, and tafte the Plcafure of a God ; 
Believe, and look with Triumph on the Tomb : 
Thro* Reafon^ Wounds alone thy Faith can die \ 
V^hich dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death, 
And dips m Venom his twice-mortal Sting. 

Learn. hence what Honours, what lowdi Paeans due 
Xo diofe, who pufh our Antidote afide i 

G Thofe 
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Thofe boafted Friends to Reafon^ and to Man^ 

Whofe fatal Love ftabs ev'ry Jay, and leaves 

Death's Terror heightened gnawing on his Heart 

Thefe pompous Sons of Rea/on idoliz'd. 

And vilify'd at once ; of Reafon dead. 

Then deify*d, as Monarchs were of old^ 

What Conduft plants proud Laurels on their Brow ? 

While Love cf Truth through all their Caxnp refouftds. 

They draw Bridies Curtain o'er the Noon-tide Ray j 

Spike up their Inch of Reafon, on the Point 

Of Philofophic Wit, calTd Argument ; 

And then, exulting in their Taper, cry, 

" Behold the Sun :'* And Jbidian-hkCy adore. 

Talk they of Mbrals ? O thou bleeding Love I 
Thou Maker of new Morals to Mankind ! 
The grand. Morality is Love of Thee. 
As wife as Socrates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they bite of that fublime Renown) 
As Wife as Socrates, might juftly ftand 
The Definition of a modern FooL 

Cbriftian is the higheft Stile of Man. 
And is there, who the blefled Crols wipes ofF 
As a foul Blot, firom his difhonour'd Brow ? 
If Angels tremble, *tis at fuch a Sight : 
The Wretch they quit, defppnding of their Charge, 
More ftruck with Grief or Wonder, who can tell ? 
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Ycfbldto.Sen(€! ye Citijfcns of Earth ! 
(For fuch alone the Chriftian Banner fly) 
Know ye how wife your Choice, how great your Gam ? 
Behold the Pi£hii:c of Eardi's h?ppicft Man : 
" He calls his Wilh, it comes ; he fends it back, 
" And fay^ he cali*d another ; that arrives, 
" Meets the fame Welcome ; yet he ftill calls on,; 
" Till One calls him* who varies not his Call, 
'^ 6ut holds him faft^ in Chains of Daricnefs t)oun4 
" Till Natune dies, and Judgm^t fcts him free \ 
•* A FoKdom^ far lefi wckorn^ than his Chain/* 

But grant Man happy % grant him happy long 1 
Add to Life's hightft Prize her lateft Hour \ 
That Hour fo late, is nimfak in Approach, 
That, like a, Poft, cqmes on in fail Career ; 
How fwift the Shuttle fUes, that weaves thy Shroud f 
Where is the Fable of thy former Years ? 
Thrown down the Gulph of T|me; as far from Tht« 
As they had ne'er been thine ; the Day in Hand, 
Like a Bird ftruggling to gn loofe; is going ; 
Scarce now pofiefs'd, fo fuddenly 'tis gone ; 
And each fwift Moment fled, is Death advanced 
By Strides as. fwift : Eternity is All ; 
And whofe Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? • 
Badiing for ever in the Font of Blifs ? 
For ever bafking in the Deity ? 
Lorenzo 1 wljo ? — Thy Confcience.Ihall reply. 

G z O give 
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O give it Leave to fpeak ! Will ipeak efe long^ 
Thy Leave unalkt : Lorenzo ! hear it now. 
While ufeful its Advice, its Accent mild. 
By the great Edid, by divine Decree, 
Truth is depofited with Man's laft Hour\ 
An honeft Hour, and faithful to her Truft ; 
Truib^ eldeft Daughter of the Deity ; 
Truth J of his Council, when he made the Worlds ; 
Npr lefs, when he fhall judge the Worlds he made i 
Tho' filent long, and fleeping ne'er fo ibimd, 
Smother'd with Errors, and opprefi: with Toys, 
That Heav'n-commiflion'd Hour no fboner calls. 
But from her Cavern in the Soul's Abyfi, 
Like him they fable under J£tM whelm'd. 
The Goddefs burfts in Thunder, and in Flame ; 
Loudly convinces, and feverely padns. 
Dark Demons I difcharge, and /^rir^i-ftings ; 
The keen Vibrations of bright Truth— \% Hell : 
Juft Definition! tho' by Schools untaught. 
Ye Deaf to Truth ! pcrufe this Parfon'd Page, 
And truft, for once, a Prophet, and a Prieft ; 
*' Men may /fi;^ Fools, but Fools they cannpt die.^ 



THE 
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COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT THE FIFTH. 

R E L T P S E. 

Humbly Inscribed 

To the Right Honourable 

The Earl of Litchfield. 

LORENZO! to recriminate is juft, 
Fondnels for Fame is Avarice of Air. 
I grant the Man is vain, who writes for Praifc. 
Praifc no Mp e'er deferv*d, who fought no more. 

As juft thy Second Charge. I grant the Mufc 
Has often blulht at her degenerate Sons, 
Retwn'd by 8enfe to plead her filthy Caufc \ 
To raife the I,ow, to magnify the Mean, 
And fubtilize the Grofs into Refin'd : 
As if tg magic Numbers powerful Charm 

G 3 'Twas 
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'Twas giv*n, to make a Civet of tfipir Song 

Oblcene, and fwccten Ordure to Perfume. 

Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the Brute, 

And lifts our Swine-enjoyments from the Mire. 

, The FaiSl notorious, nor pbfcilre the Caufe. 
We wear the Chains of Pkafure^ 'and of Pride \ 
^hefe fhare the Man ; and thefe diftraift him too ; 
Draw difTrent Ways, and clafti in their Commands, 
Pride^ Uke an Eagle, builds among the Stars ; 
But Plecifurey Lark-like, nefts upon the Ground, 
Joys fhar'd by Brute-Creatipn, PrU^ refents j 
Pkffure embraces : Man would b^tb enjoy. 
And both at once : A Point how hard to gain ! 
But, what can Wit, when ftung by ftrong Dqfirc ? 

Wit dares attempt this arduous Enterprize, 
Since Joys of Senfe can't rife to Reafonh Tafte; 
In fubtle Sophijiry's laborious Foi^, 
Wit hammers out a Reafon new, that ftoops 
To fordid Scenes, and greets them with Applaufc. 
Wit calls the Graces the chafte Zone to loofe ; 
Nor lefs than a plump God to jfill the Bowl. 
A thoufand Phantoms, and a thoufand Spells, 
A thoufand Opiates fcatfers, to deludejj 
To fafcinate, inebriate, lay afleep. 
And the fooPd Mind delightfully confound. 
Thus that which fhock'd the Judgment ^ fhocks n6 morc^ 
Hat yrliich §avc PriJk Offence, no more offends. 
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Pkafure and Pride^ by Nature mortal Foes, 
At War eternal, which in Man fliall reign. 
By Wit^o Addrefs, patch up a fatal Peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank Debauch, 
From jank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Arty curfed Art ! wipes off th'indebted Blulh 
From Nature's Gheek, and bronzes ev'ry Shame. 
Man fmiles in Ruin, glories in his Guilt, 
And Infamy ftands Candidate for Praife. 

AH writ by Man in favour of the Soul, 
Thtk fenfidal Ethics hTj in Bulk, tranfcend. 
The Flow'rs of Eloquence profufely pour'd 
O'er fpotted Vice, fill half the lettered World. 
Can Pow*rs of Genius exercife their Page, 
And confecrate Enormities with Song ? 

But let not thefe inexpiable Strains 
Condemn the Mufe that knows her Dignity ; 
Nor meanly ftops at Timej but holds the World 
As 'tis, in Nature's ample Field, a Point, , 
A Point in her Efteem 5 from whence to ftart. 
And run the Round of univerfal Space, 
To vifit Being univerfal there, 
And Being's Source, that utmoft Flight of Mind! 
Yet, fpite of this fo vaft Ciraimfcrence, 
Well knows, but what isibfer^^/j nought is Gr<^/. 
Sing Syrens only ? Do not Angels fuig ? . 
Th^re is iix Poefy a decent Pride, 

G 4 Which 
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Which well becomes her when (he fpcaks to Pr$fe^ 
Her younger Sifter; h^ply, not more wife. 

Think'ft thou, Lorevzo ! to find Paftiircs.herc ? 
No guilty FaiTion blown into a Flame, 
No Foible f.atter*d. Dignity difgrac-d. 
No fairy Field of Fiftion ail on Flpwer, 
No Rainbow Colours, ben^ or filken Tale ; 
But folemn Counfelsy Images of Awe, 
Truihy which Eternity lets fall on Man 
Wi.i. double Weight, through tbefp revolving Sphejes, 
This Death- deep Silence, and incu^ibent Shade : 
Ti cubits J fuch as Ihall rcvifit your laft Hour j 
ViHt uncaird, ^d live when Life expires ; 
And thy dark Pencil, Mdnigbt^ darker ftilj 
Li Melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, ev'n This, my Laughter-loving Friends I 
Lorenzo ! and thy Brothers of the Smile ! 
If, what imports you moft, can moft er>gage. 
Shall fteal your Ear, and chain you tp my Song. 
Or if you fail me, know, the Wife Ihall tafte 
The Truths I fing ; the Truths I fing fhall feel ; 
And, feeling, give Affent ; and Their Affent 
Is ample Recompence; is more than Praife. 
But chiefly Thine, O Litchfield ! nor miftake i 
Think not un-introduc'd I force my Way; 
Narcissa, not unknown, notunally'd, 
i>y Yjitue, or by BlobcJ, illuftrjous Youth ! 

To 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



T/j^ RELAPSE. 105 

To thee, from blooming Amaranthine Bowers, 
Where all the Language Hannony^ defcends 
Unc^l'd, and aflcs Admittance for the Mufe : 
A Mufe that will not pain thee with thy Praife j 
Thy Praife fhe drops, by nobler ftill inlpir'd, 

O Thou ! Blefl: Spirit ! whether the Supreme, 
<jreat antemundane Father ! in whofe Breaft 
Embryo-Creation, unborn Being, dwelt. 
And all its various Revolutions roU'd 
Prefent, tho* future -, prior to themfelves ; 
Whofe Breath can blow it into Nought again ; 
Or^ from his ThrOne fome delegated Pow*r, 
Who, ftudious of our Peace, doft turn the Thought 
From Vain and Vile, to Solid and Sublime ! 
Unfeen thop lead*ft me to delicious Draughts 
Of Infpiration, from a purer Stream, 
And fuller of the God, than that which burft 
Vrom idm^diCaJialia: Nor is yet allay'd 
My facred Thirft -, tho' long my Soul has rahg'd 
Through pleafmg Paths oi Moral and Divine^ 
By Thee fuftain*d, and lighted by the 5/^j. 

By Them bed lighted are the Paths of Thought j 
Nights are their Days^ their moft illumin'd Hours. 
ByZ)^;r,the Soul overborne by Life's Career, 
Stunn'd by the Din, and giddy with the Glare, 
Reels far from Reafon, joftled by the Throng. 
By Baj^ the Soul is paflive, all her Thougl^ts 

Imposed, 
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Impos'd^ precarious, broken, ere mature. 

By Night from Obje£b free, from Paffion cod. 

Thoughts uncontroui'd, and unimprefs*d, the Births 

Of pure £le£tion, arbitraiy rang?, 

>lot to the Limits of one World confin'd ; 

But from Ethereal Travels light on Earthy 

As Voyagers drop Anchor, forRcpole. 

Let Indians J and the Gay, like Indians^ fond 
Of feathered Fopperies, the Sun adore : . 
Darknefs has more Divinity for mc ; 
It ftrikes Thought inward ; it drives back the Soul 
To fettle on Herfelf, our Point iiipreme ! 
J^^tf lies our Theatre; there fits our Judge. 
Darknefs the Curtain drops o-er Life's dull Scene j 
*Tis the kind Hand of Providence ftretcht out 
*Twixt Man and Vanity ; 'tis Reafon's Reign, 
And Virtue^ too ; thefe Tutelary Shades 
Are Man's Afylum from the tainted Throng. 
Night is the good Man's Friend^ and Guardian too j 
It no lefs refines Virtue, than infpires. 

Virtue for ever Frail^^ as Fair, below. 
Her fender Nature fufFers in the Croud, 
Nor touches on the Worldj, without a Sta|n 5 
The World's infedious ; few bring back at Evc„ 
Immaculate, the Manners of the Mom. 
Something we /Z?^«fZ^/, isblg^ed; wcr^&V, 
Isfhaken; vfz renounc'dy returns again. 
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Each Salutation may Aide in a Sin 

y nthought before, or fix a former Flaw. \ 

Nor is it ftrange : Ugbty Moticn^ Concourfe^ Naije^ 

All, fcatter us abroad ; Thought outward-bound 

Negledtful of our Home-afFairs, flies off 

In Fume and Diflipation, quits her Charge, 

And leaves the Breaft unguarded to the Foe. 

Prefent Example gets within our Guard, 
And ads lyith doulfle Force, by few repeU'd, 
i4wW/w» fires Ambition ; Love if Gain 
Strikes, like a Feftilence, from 3reaft to Breaft ^ 
Riot^ Pridcj Perfidy J blue Vapours breathe 5 
And Inhumanity is caught from Man ; 
From fmiling Man. A flight, a fingle Glance^ 
And fliot at random, often has brought hom^ 
A fudden Fever to the throbbing Heart, 
Of Envy J RaneOfiTy or impure D^fire, 
We fee, we hear, with Peril ; Safety dwells 
Remote from Multitude ^ the World's a School 
OiWrong. and what Proficients fwarm around ! 
We muft or imitate, or difapprove j 
Muft lift as their Accomplices, or Foes ; 
fbaS ftains our Innocence ; This wounds our Peace. 
From Nature's Birth, hence, fVifdom has been fmit 
With fweet Recefs, and laxiguiflit for the Shade* 

Thi§ facred Shade, and Solitude, what is it ? 

'lis the f^^ Fr?fp^P^ pf ?^^ Peity. 

Few 
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Few arc the Faults we flatter when alone. 
Vice finks in her Allurements, is ungilt. 
And looks, like other Objefts, black by Night. 
By Night an Atheift half-believes a God. 

Night is fair Virtue's immemorial Friend 5 
The confcious Moon, through ev'ry diftant Age 
Has held a Lamp to Wifdom^ and let fall 
On Contemplation^ % Eye, her purging Ray. 
The fam'd Athenian^ he who woo*d from Heav*n 
Philofophy the fair, to dwell with Men, 
And form their Manners, not inflame their Pride, 
While o'er his Head, as fearful to molefl: 
His labVing Mind, the Stars in Silence Aide, 
And feem ^1 gazing on their future Guefl:, 
See him foliciting his ardent Suit, 
In private Audienee : All the live Jong Night, 
Rigid in Thought, and motionlefs, he ftands ; 
Nor quits his Theme, pr Pofhire, till the Sun 
(Rude Drunkard rifing rofy from the Main !) 
Difturbs his nobler mtcileaual Beam, 
And gives him to the Tumult of the W;orld. 
Hail, precious Moments ! ftol'n from the black Wafte 
Of murdered Time ! Aufpicious Mdnight I Hail ! 
The World ej^cluded, ev^ry Paffion hufli'd. 
And opened 4 calm Intercourfe with Hcav'n, 
Here the Soul fits in Council ; ponders paji^ 
Prcdcftines/«/«r^ Aftion •, fees, no? feels, 

Tumul- 
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tumultuous Life 5 and rcafons With the Storm \ 
All her Lyes anfwers, and thinks down her Charms* 

What awful Joy ! What mcnul Liberty ! 
lamnotpentinDarknefs} rather fay 
(If not too bold) in Darknefs Pm embowered. 
Delightful Gloom ! the cluftVing Thoughts around 
Spontaneous rife^ and bloflbm in the Shade ; 
But droop by Day and ficken in the Sun. 
7i&^/i(^i&/ borrows Light elfewhere ; from that i^ Fire, 
Fountain of Animation ! whence defcends 
Urania, my celeftial Gueft ! who deigns 
Nightly to vifit me, fo mean ; and now 
Confcious, how needful Difcipline to Man, 
From pleafing Dalliance with the Charms of Nigbt 
My wandering Thought recalls, to what etcitea 
Far other Beat of Heart ; Narcissa's Tomb ! 

Or is it feeble Nature calls me back. 
And breaks my Spirit into Grief again ? 
Is it a Stygian Vapour in my Bipod ? 
A cold, flowPuddle^ creeping thro'my Veins? 
Or is it thus with all Men ?^ — ^Thus, with all. 
What are we? How unequal! Nowwe£bar, 
And now we fink ; to be tbcfame^ tranfcends 
Our prefent Prowefs. Dearly pays the Soul 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her Clay. 
Reafon^ a baffled Counfellor ! but adds 
The Blulh of Weaknefs> to the Bane of Woe. 

The 
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The nobleft Spirit fighting her hatd Fate» 

In this damp, dulky Region, charged with Storms, 

But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 

Or, flying, fhort her Flight, and fure her FalL 

Our utmofl: Strength, when down, to rife again) 

And not to yiddy tho* beaten^ all our Praife. 

Tis vain to feek in Men for more than Man* 
Tho* proud in Promife^ big in previous Thought^ 
£x^m^r^ damps our Triumph. I, who late, 
Emer^ng from the Shadows of the Grave, 
Where Gr/^ detained me Prisoner, mounting high 
Threw wide the Gates of cverlafting Day, 
And called Mankind to Glory, ihook oflT Pmtti 
A&r/^% fliook off, in iEther pure. 
And ftiuck the Stars ; now feel my Spirits fail } 
They drop me from the Zenith % down I ruih. 
Like him whom Fable fledg'd with waxen Wings^ 
In Sorrow drown'd—^but not, in Sorrow, loft. 
How wretched is the Man, who never mourn'd ( 
I dive for precious Pearl, in Sorrow*^ Stream : 
Not fo (he thou^tkfs Man that €nfy grieves % 
Takes all the Torment, and rejeds' th^ Gain 
(Ineflimable Gain ! J and gives Heav'n Leave 
To make him but- more Wretched, not more Wife. 

If Wildom is our Leflbn (and what elfe 

Ennobles Man > what elfe have Angels learnt ?) 

Grief! more Proficients in thy School are made. 

Than 
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Than Ginius^ or proud Learmng^ e'er could boaft« 

Voracious Learnings often over-fed, 

Kgefts not into Senfe her motly Meal. 

This Book-cafcy with dark Booty almoft buril^ 

This Foragtr on others Wifdom, leaves 

Her Native Farm, her ReafoHj, quite untiird. 

With mixt Manure Ihe furfeits the rank Soil, 

Dung'd, but. not dreft ; and rich to Beggary. 

A Pomp untameablc of Weed prevails. 

H^T Servant*^ Wealdi incumbered /i^^i^^w mwois* 

And what fays Gemus ? " Let the Dull be mfi.^ 
Geniusy too hard for Right, can prove it Wrong i 
And loves to boaft, where blufli Men lefs infpir'd 
It pleads Exemption from the Laws of Senfi -, 
Confiders Reafin as a Leveller } 
And fcoms to (hare a Blefling with the Croud. 
That Wife it could be, thinks an ample Claim 
ToGkry^ and to PZso/i^^ gives the rcft^ 
Crassus but fleeps, Ardelio is undone^ 
Wifdam Icfs ihudders at a Fool, than Wit. 

But /^^ifowj fmiles, when humbled Mortis weep, 
When Sorrow wounds jhe Breaft, as Ploughs the Glebe, 
And Hearts obdurate feel her foft'ning Shower ; 
Her Seed Celeftial, then, glad PFifdom fows j 
Her gdden Harveft triximphs in the Soil. 
If fo, Narcissa ! welcome my Relapfe \ 
1*11 raife a Tax on my Calamity, 

And 
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And reap rich Compenfation from my Pain. 

ril range the plenteous intelleftual Field ; 

And gather ev'ry Thought of fovVeign Power 

To chafe the moral Maladies of Man i 

TbougbtSy which may bear tranfplanting to the Skies, 

Tho* Natives of this coarfe penurious Soil ; 

^or wholly wither tbere^ where Seraphs fing, 

Refin*d, exalted, not annuU'd in Heaven, 

Reafon^ the Sun that gives them Birth, the fame 

In either Clime, tho* more illuftrious ^bere. 

Thefe choicely cull*d, and elegantly ranged. 

Shall form a Garland for Narcija*^ Tomb ; 

And, peradventure, of no fading Flowers, 

Say, On what Themes Ihall puzzled Choice defcend ? 
" Th* Importance of Contemplating the Tomb ; 
** Why Men decline it ; Suicideh foul Birth ; 
" The various Kinds of Grief \ the Faults of Age ; 
" And 'Death's dread Cbarailer— invite my Song." 

And, firft, th* Importance of our End furvey*d. 
Friends counfel quick Difmiffion of our Grief : 
Mlftaken Kindnefs ! our Hearts heal toofoon. 
Are ^bey more kind than He^ who ftruck the Blew ? 
Who bid it do his Errand in our Hearts, 
And banifti Peace, till nobler Guej^s arrive. 
And bring it back, a true, and cndlefs Peace ? 
Calamities arc Friends : As glaring Day 
Of thefe unnuinber'd Luftres robs our Sight ; 

Projperity 
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Profperily puts out unnumber'd Thoughts 
Of Import high, and Light divine, to Man. 

The Man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy Scenes, 
(Scenes apt to thruft between Us and ourfelves !) 
Is led by Choice to take his favVite Walk, 
Beneath Death's gloomy, filent, Cyprefs Shades, 
Unpierc*d by Vanity's fantaftic Ray j 
To read his Monuments^ to weigh his Dufl, 
Vifit his Vaults, and dwell among the Tombs ! 
Lorenzo ! read with meNARCissA's Stone j 
(Narcissa was thy FavVite) let us read 
Her moral Stone j ftw Doftors preach fo well ; 
Few Orators fo tenderly can touch 
The feeling Heart. What Pathos in the Date ! 
Apt Words can ftrike, and yet in them we fee. 
Faint Images of what we, here, enjoy. 
What Caufe have we to build on Length of Life ? 
temptations frize, when Fear is laid afleep ; 
And 111 foreboded is our ftrongeft Guard. 



'O^ 



See from her Tomb, as from an humble Shrine; 
l^ruth^ radiant Goddefs ! fallieS on my Soul, 
And puts Delujimh duflcy Train to Flight ^ 
Difpels the Mifts our fultry Pqjp.ons raife. 
From Objedls low, terreftrial, andcbfcenej 
And {hews the iJ^^/Eftimate of Things j 
Which no Man, unafffifted, ever faw j 
i^ulls off the Veil from Virttie*s rifins Charms •, 

. H Dcte.^ 
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Detcds Temptation in a thoufand Lyes. 
Truth bids me look on Men, as Autumn Leaves, 
And all they bleed for, as the Summer's Duft, 
Driv*n by the Whirlwind j lighted by her Beanos^ 
I widen my Horizon, gain new Powers, 
See Things invifible, feel Things remote. 
Am prefent with Futurities ; think nought 
To Man fo foreign, as the Joys pofleft v 
Nought fo much his, as thofc beyond the Grave. 

No Folly keeps its Colour in her Sight 
Pale worldly Wifdom lofes all her Charms ; 
In pompous Promife from her Schemes profound. 
If future Fate (he plans, 'tis all in Leaves, 
Like 5%/, unfubftantial, fleeting Blifs ! 
At the firft Blaft it vanifhes in Air. 
Nofo, Celefiial: Wouldft thou know, Lorenzo! 
How differ worldly Wifdom, and Divine ?. 
Juft as the waning, and the waxing Moon. 
More empty worldly Wifdom ev'ry Day ; 
And ev'ry Day more fair her Rival Mm^. , 

When Later ^ there's lefs Time to play the Fool. i 

Soon our whole Term for Wifdom is expir'd 
(Thou know'ft ihe calls no Council in the Grave} : 
And everlafting Fool is writ in Fire, 
Or real Wifdom wafts us to the Skies. 



^ As worldly Schemes refemble SihyPs Leaves, 
The good Man*s Days to Sibyl'^ Books compare. 
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(In antient Story read, thou know'ft the Tale) 

In Price ftill rifing, as in Number lefs, 

heftunable quite his* Final Hour. 

For That who Thrones can offer, offer Thrones j 

Infohrent Worlds the Purchafe cannot pay. 

" Oh let me die his Death !•** all Nature cries. 

** Then live his Life'*— All Nature falters there. 

Our great Phyfician daily to confult. 

To commune with the Gran^e^ our only Cure. 

WhatGraveprcfcribes the befl ?— A Friend's ; and yet. 
From a Friend's Grave, how foon we difengage ? 
Ev*n to the dearefl, as his Marble, cold. 
Why are Friends ravifht from us ? *Tis to bind. 
By foft Affeftion's Tyes, on human Hearts, 
The Thought of Death, which F^eafon^ too fupine. 
Or mifemployed, fo rarely fallens There. 
NorReafon, nor Affeftion, no, nor both 
Combm'd, can break the Witchcrafts of the Worlds 
Behold th' inexorable Hour at hand ! 
Behold th' inexorable Hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief Aim of Life, 
Tho' well to ponder it, is Life's chief End. 

Is Death, that ever threat'nih^, ne'er remote. 
That all-important, and that only fufe, 
(Come when he will) ah unexpefted Queft ? 
Nay, thb' invited by the loudefl Calls 
Oi blind Ifnprtidencej pnexpefted ftill ? 

H 2 Tho* 
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Tho'numVous Mcflengers are fent before 
To warn his great Arrival. What the Cauie, 
The woncTrous Caufe, of this MyfterioUs Di ? 
All Heav'n looks down aftonilh'd at the Sight. 

Is it that Life has fbwn her Joys fo thick. 
We can't thruft in a fmglc Care between ? 
Is it, that Life has fuch a Swarm of Cares, 
The Thought of Death can't enter for the Throng ? 
Is it, that Time fteals on with downy feet. 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden Dream ? 
To-day is fo like Tefterdayy it cheats ; 
We take the lying Sifter for the fame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a Brook j 
For ever changing, unperceivM the Change. 
In the fame Brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the ftme Life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the Brook the fame ; the fame we think 
Our Life, tho* ftill more rapid in its Flow, 
Nor mark the Much irrevocably laps'd,. 
And mingled with the Sea. Or Ihall we fay 
(Retaining ftill the Brook to bear ui on) 
That Life is like a Veffel on the Stream ? 
In Life cmbark'd, we fmoothly down the Tidd 
Of Time defccnd, but not on Time intent j 
Amus'd, lunconfcious of the gliding Wave i 
Till on a fudden we perceive a Shock ; 
We ftart, awake, look out ; what fee we there .^ 
Our brittle Bark is burft on Charon's Shore; 

h 
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Is this the Caufc Death flies all human Thought? 
Or is it. Judgment by the fTillAruck blind. 
That domineering Miftrefs of the Soul ! 
Like him fo ftrong by Dalilak the fair ? 
Or is it Fear tyms ftarfled Reafon back. 
From lopking down a Precipice fo ftcep ? 
'Tis dreadful 5 and the Dread is wifely placed. 
By Nature confcious of the IVJake of Man, 
A dreadful Friend it is, a Terror kind, 
A flaming Sword to guard the Tree of Life. 
By that unaw'd, in Life's moil fmiling Hour, 
The Good Man would repine j woxAd fuffer Joys, 
And burn impatient for his promis*d Skies. 
The Bad on each pundlilious Pique of Pride, 
Or Gloom of Humour, would give Rage the Rein, 
Bound o'er the Barrier, rulh into the Dark, 
And mar the Schemes of Providence below, 

What Groan was that, Lqi^enzo ?— Furies ! rife 5 
And drown in your lefs execrable Yell, 
Britannia's Shame. There took her gloomy Flight, 
On Wing impetuous, a Black fuUen Soul, 
Blafted from Hell, with horrid Lull of Death. 
Thy Friend, the Brave, the Gallant Altamont^ 
So caird, fo thought-^And then he fled the Field. 
Lefs bafe the Fear of Death, than Fear of Life. 
O Britain^ infamous for Suicide ! 
An Ifland in thy Manners ! far disjoined 

H 3 From 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ii8 5^^ COMPLAINT: Night V. 

From the whole World of Rationah befide ! 
In ambient Waves plunge thy polluted Head, 
Wafli the dire Stain, nor fhock the Continent. 

But thou be ihock'd, while I deteft the Caufe 
Of Self'JJfault^ expofe the Monfter's Birth, 
And bid Abbcrrence hifs it round the World. 
Blame not thy Clime, nor chide the diftant Sun ; 
The Sun is innocent, thy Clime abfolv'd : ^ 
Immoral Climes kind Nature never made. 
The Caufe I fing, in Eden might prevail, 
And proves. It is thy Folly, not thy Fate. 

The Soul of Man (Let Man in Homage bow. 
Who names his Soul), a Native of the Skies ! 
High-born, and free, her Freedom fhould maintain. 
Unfold, unmortgaged for Earths little Bribes. 
Th* illuftrious Stranger, in this foreign Land, 
Like Strangers, jealous of her Dignity, 
Studious of. Home, and ardent to return. 
Of Earth fufpicious. Earths inchanted Cup 
With cool Rcferve light-touching, Ihould indulge. 
On Immortality^ her godlike Tafte •, 
^here take large Draughts \ make her chiefBanquet thm. 

But fome rejeft this Suftenance divine ; 

To beggarly vile Appetites defcend \ 

Afk Alms qH Earthy for Guefts that came from Ueoxen ; 

Sink into Slaves j ^d fell, ior prefent Hire, 

^ ' ■ Th^r 
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Their rich Rcverfion, and (what (hares its Fate) 
Their native Freedom^ to the Prince who fways 
This nether'World, And when his Payments fuil. 
When his foul Balket gorgfes them no more ; 
Or their palled Palates loath the Bafket full • 
Are inftantly, with wild demoniac Rage, 
For breaking all the Chains of Providence, 
And burfting their Confinement ; tho* faft barr'd 
By Laws divine and human ; guarded ftrong 
With Horrors doubled to defend the Pafs, 
The blackeft. Nature^ or dire Gtiilt can raife 5 
And moated round, with fathoiiilels Dcpntlicn^ 
Sure to receive and whelm them in their I\:!l. 

Such, Briions / ijs the Caufe^ to you unknown, 

Or worfe, o'erlook'd ; o'erlook'd by Magiftrates, 

Thus, Criminals themfelves. I grant the Deed 

Is Madnefs ; but the Madncfs of the Heart. 

And what is that ? Our utmoft Bound of Guilt. 

A fenfual, unrcfledting Life is big 

With monftrous Births, and Suicide^ to crown 

The black infernal Brood. The Bold to break 

HcavVs Law fupreme, and defperately rufli 

Thro* facred Nature's Murder, on their own,, 

Becaufe they never think of Deaths they die, 

*Tis equally Man's Duty, Glory, Gain, 

At once to fhun, and meditate, his End. 

When by the Bed of Languiflunent we fit, 

(The Scat of tVifdom ! if our Choice, not Fate) 

H 4 Or, 
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Or, o'er our dying Frjcndj, in Anguifli hang, . 

Wipe the cold Dew, or flay the finking Head, 

Number their Moments, and, in ev'ry Clock, 

Start at the, Voice of w Eternity j 

See the dim Lamp of Life juft feebly lift 

An agonizing Beam, at us tq gaze. 

Then fink again, and quiver into Death, 

That moft pathetic |icrald of our own ! 

How read we fuch fad Scei^es ? As fent to Man 

In perfeft Vengeance ? No ; ip Pity feqt. 

To melt him down, like ^Yax, anc^ tl^^n impreHk 

Indelible, Deatb*s Image on his Heart -, 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 

"VJc bleed, we tremble ; we forget, we fmile. 

The Mjnd turns Eppl, before the Cheek is dfy. 

Our quick-returning Folly cancels all ; 

As the Tide rufhing rafes what is writ 

In yielding Sands, and fmooths the lettered Shore, 

tpRENzo ! haft thop ever weighed a Sigh I 
Or ftudy'd ^e Phjlofophy of Tears ? 
(A Science, yet, unleftur'd in our Schools !) 
Haft thou defcended deep into die Breaft, 
And fcen their Source ? If not, defcendwith me,^ 
And trace thefe briiiy Riv'lets to their Springs, 

pur FuriVal Tears, f^oip difFVf nt Caufes, rife. 
As if from feparate Citterns in the Soul, 
pf various Kinds^^ they flow. From tender HeartS;> 

' ' ■ ■- Bj 
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By foft Contagion called, fome burft at once. 

And ftream obfcquious to the leading Eye. 

§ome afk more Ti^e, by curious Art diftiird. 

Some Yit^zxt^ in fccret hard, unapt to melt. 

Struck by the Magic of the Public Eye, 

Like Moses* fmitten Rock, gufh out amain. 

Some weep to fliare the Fame of the Deceased, 

So high in Merir, and to them fo dear. 

They dwell on Praifes, which they think they fhare -, 

And thus, ^ithqut a Blufh, commend Themfelves, 

Some mourp in Proof, that fomcthing they could love, 

They weep not to relieve their Grief, hut/hew. 

$ome weep in perfeft Juftice to the Dead, 

As confcious all their Love is in Arrear. 

Some mifchievoufly weep, not unappriz'd. 

Tears, fometimes, aid the Conqueft of an Eye* 

Wjth what Addref? th^ fgft Epbefians draw 

Their Sable Net- work o*er entangled Hearts ? 

As feen thro* Cryftal, how their Rofes glow. 

While liquid Pearl runs trickling dowp thei/ Cheek ? 

Of hers not prouder Egypt* s w^ton Qyeen, 

Caroufing Gems, herfplf diflbly'd in Love. 

Some wpep at Deaths abftrafted from the Dead^ 

And celebrate, like Charles they: own Deceafe, 

^y kind C9nfl:ru£tion fome are deem'd to weepji 

Bpcaufe a decent Veil ponceals thfcir Joy. 

Some weep in Earneft ; and yet weep in Vain i; 
As deep in Indifcretion, as in Woe. 
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PaJJiont blind Paffion ! impotcntly pours 

Tears, that dcferve more Tears ; while ReaJmHtp^^ \ 

Or gazes, like an Idipt, unconcerned ; 

Nor comprehends the Meaning of theStorm^ ; 

Knows not it Ipeaks toHery and her alone. 

Irrationals all Sorrow are beneath. 

That noble Gift! that Privilege of Man ! 

From Sorrow's Pang, the Birth of endlefs Joy. 

But Tbefe arc barren of that Birth divine : 

They weep impetuous, as the Summer-Storm, 

And full as Ihort ! The cruel Grief ioon tam'd. 

They make a Paftime of the ftinglcfs Tale ; 

Far as thedeep-refounding Knell, they fpread 

The dreadful News, and hardly feel it more. 

No Grain of Wifdom pays them for their fVoe. 

Half round the Globe, the Tears pumptup by De(Ub 
Are fpent in wat'ring Vanities of Life ; 
In making Folly flourifh ftill more fair. 
When the fick Soul, her wonted Stay withdrawn. 
Reclines on Earth, and forrows in the Duft ; 
itiftead of learning, tbercy her true Support^ 
Tho* there thrown down her true Support to learn^ 
Without Heaven's Aid, impatient to be bleft. 
She crawls to the next Shrub, or Bramble vile,. 
Tho* from thie, (lately Cedar's Arms (he fell. 
With ftalc, forefworn Embraces, clings anew. 
The Stranger weds, andbloflbms, as before. 
In a^l the fruitlcfs Fopperies of Life : 

PrefenlS 
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Prefents her Weed, well-fanfied, at the Ball, 
And raffles for the DcathVHead on the Ring. 

So wept AuRELiA, till the deftin'd Youth 
Stept in, with his Receipt for making Smiles, 
And blanching Sables into bridal Bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa's Fate ; 
Who gave that Angel Boy, on whom he doats ; 
Anddy'dto give him, orphan'd in his Birth ! 
Not fuch, Narcissa, my Diftrefs for Thee. 
I'll make an Altar of thy facred Tomb 
To facrifice to Wifdom, — What waft Thou ? 
^* Toun^j Gayy and Fortunate r Each yields a Theme, 
PU dwell on each, to fliun Thought more fevere j 
(Hcav'n knows I labour with feverer ftill !) 
PU dwell on each, and quite exhauft xhy Death* 
A Soul without Refledtion, like a Pile 
Without Inhabitant, to Ruin runs. 

And, Firft, thy Toutb. What fays it to Grey Hairs ! 
Narcissa, Pm become thy Pupil now — 
Early, Bright, Tranfient, Chafte, as Morning Dew, 
She fparkjed, was exhal'd, and went to Heaven: 
Time on this Head has fnoVd ; yet fKll 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another"^ Grave. 
Cover'd with Shame I fpeak it. Age fevere 
Old worn-out Vice fets down for Virtue fair. 
With gracelefs Gravity, chaftifing Youth, 
That Youth chaftis'd furpaffing in a Fault, 

2 Faiher 
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Pathcr of all, Forgctfulnefs of Death : 
As if, like Objcdls prdling on the Sight, 
Death had advanced too near us to be fecn : 
Or, that Life's Loan Time ripened into Right ; 
And Men might plead Prefeription from' the Grave 5 
Peathlcfs, from Repetition of Reprieve, 
Dcathlefs ? far from it ! fuch are dead already ; 
Their Hearts arc bury'd, and the Worjd their Grave, 

Tell ipe, fome God ! my Guardian Angel ! ttW^ 
What thus infatuates? yrhat Inchantinent plants 
Th^ Phantom of an Age 'twixt us, and Death 
Already at the Door ? He knpcks, we hear him. 
And yet we will not hear. What M^il defends 
Our untouched Hearts ? What Miracle turns off 
The pointed Thought, which from a thoufand Quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily Ihunn'd ? 
We ftand, as in a Battle^ Throngs on Throngs 
Around us falling ; wounded oft ourfelves ; ^ 
Tho* bleeding with our Wpurjds, immortal ftill ! 
We fee Time's Furrows on another's Brow, 
And Death intrench -d, preparing his Affault ; 
How few themfelves, in that juft Mirror, fee ! 
Or, feeing, draw their Inference as ftrong 1 
TbereDt^th is certain -, doubtful Here} He ntufi^ 
And foon\ Wcmayj within ^»v^^, expire. 
Though grey ourHeads,ourThoughts and Aims aregreeni 
Like damagM Clocks, whofe Hand and Bell diffent ; 
Folly fings Six, while Nature points at Twelve. 

Abfurd 
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Ahiurd Longevity ! More, More, it cries: 
More Life, more Wealth, more Trafli of every Kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when Reiifh fails ? 
OhjeSy and JppetitCj muft club for Joy ; 
Shall Folly labour hard to mend the Bow, 
Baubles, I mean, that ftrike us from without^ 
While Nature is relaxing ev*ry String ? 
h^'tbcught for Joy, grow rich and hoard within. 
Think you the Soul, when this Life's Rattles ccafe. 
Has nothing of more Manly to fucceed ? 
Contraft the Tafte immortal ; learn ev'n Now 
To relifli what alone fubfifts hereafter. 
Drvine^ or none^ henceforth your Joys for ever. 
Of Age the Glory is, to wijb to die. 
That Wifli is Pr^//^ and Pr^/»//^; it applauds. 
Paft Life, and promifes our future Blifs. 
What Weaknefs fee not Children in their Sires ? 
Graiid-clima6terical Abfurdities ! 
Grey-hair'd Authority, to l^aults of Youth, 
How fhocking ? It makes Folly thrice a Fool ; 
And our firft Childhood might our laft dcfpife. 
feace znd'Efiem is all that Age can hope/ 
Nothing but Wtfdom gives theji>^; the kft^ 
Nothing, but the Repute of being Wife. 
FoMy bars both ; our Age is quite undone* 

What Folly can be ranker ? Like our Shadows, 
Our Wiflies lengthen, as our Sun declines. 

No 
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No Wilh fhould loiter, tbeny this Side the Grave, 

Our Hearts Ihould leave the World, before the KncU 

Calls for our Carcafes to mend the Soil. 

Enough to live in Tcmpeft, die in Port ; 

Age Ihould fly Concourfe, cover in Retreat 

Dcfcfts of Judgment '^ and thtWttt's fubdue; 

Walk thoughtful on the filent, folemn Shore 

Of that vaft Ocean it mult M io foon ; 

And put Gocd-works on Board ; and wait the Wind 

That Ihortly blows us into Worlds unknown ; 

If unconfider'd too, a dreadful Scene ! 

All Ihould be Prophets to themfelves ; forelec 
Their future Fate ; their future Fate foretafte j 
This Art would wafte the Bittemels of Death. 
The Thought of Death alone, theF^^ deftroys. 
A DifafFeftion to that precious Thought 
Is movttYiZXi Mdnigbt Darknefs on the Soul, 
Which fleeps beneath it, on a Precipice^ 
PufTd off by the firft Blaft, and loft for ever. 

Dofl afk, Lorenzo, why fb wamjy prefl. 
By Repetition hammered on thine Ear, 
The Thou^t of Death ? That Thought is the Machine, 
The grand Machine ! that heaves us from the Duft, 
And rears us into Men. The Thought ply'd Home 
Will foon reduce the ghaflly Precipice 
0*er hanging Hell, will foften the Defcent, 
And gently flope our Paflagc to the Grave i 

Ho# 
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Hbw warmly to be wifht ! What Heart of Flefh 
Would trifle with Tremendous ? dare Extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the Fate of Infinite ? What Hand, 
Beyond the blackeft Brand of Cenfure bold, 
(To fpeak a Language too well known to Thee) 
Would at a Moment give its all to Chance^ * 

And ftamp the Die for an Eternity ? 

Aid me^ Narcissa ! ^d me to keep Pace 
With DeJUtry ; and ere her Sciflars cut 
My Thread of Life, to break this tougher Thitad 
Of Moral Death, that ties me to the World. 
Sting thou niy flumbVing Reafon to fend forth 
A Thought of Obfervation on the Foe ; 
To fajly ; and furvey the rapid March 
Of his ten thoufand Meflengers to Man ; 
Wko, jEHu-like, behind him turns them atL 
M jiccident a,p3ixty hy Nature Ctgn'dj 
My Warrant i;5 gone out, tho' dormant yet; 
Perhaps behind one Moment lurks my Fate. 

Muft I then forward only look for Death ? 
Backward I turn mine Eye, and find him therc^j 
Man is a Self-furvivor ev*ry Year. 
Man, like a Stream, is in perpetual Flow. 
Death's a Deftroyer of Quotidian Pi^. 
My Toutb^ my Noon-tide^ His; my Tefterd^r/ % 
The bold Invader fliares the prefent Hour. 
Each Moment on the Former Ihuts^the Grayc. 
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While Man is growing, Life is in Decreafe ; 
And Cradles rock us nearer to the Tomb. 
Our Birth is nothing but our Death begun ; 
As Tapers wafte, that Inftant they take Fire. 

Shall we then fear, left that fhould come to pafi^ 
Which comes to pafs each Moment of our Lives ? 
If fear we muft, let that Death turn us pale. 
Which murders Strength and Ardor ; what remains 
Should rather call on Death, than dread his Call. 
Ye Partners of my Fault, and my Decline ! 
Thoughtlefs of Death, but when your Neighbour's Knell 
(Rude Vifitant ! ) knocks hard at your dull Senie, 
And with its Thunder fcarce obtains your Ear ! . 
Be Deatl^your Theme, in ev'ry Place and Hour j 
Nor longer want, ye Monumental Sires ! 
A Brother Tomb to tell you you (hall die. 
That Death you dread (fo great is Nature's Skill !) 
know, you Ihall courts before you fhall enjoy. 

But you are learned -, in Volumes, deep you fit \ 
In Wifdom, fhallow : Pompous Ignorance ! 
Would yeu be ftill more learned, than the Learned .^ 
Learn well to know how much need not be known j 
And what that Knowkge^ which impairs yout- Senfep 
Our needful Knowlege, like our needful Food, 
Unhedg^d^ lies open in Life's common Field j 
And bids all welcome to the Vital Feaft. 

You fcorn what lies before you in the: Pa^c 

Of 
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Of Nature^ and Experience^ Moral Truth ; 
Of indifpenfable, eternal Fruit ; 
Fruit, on which Mortals feeding turn to Gods : 
And dive in Science for diftinguifht Names, 
Diihonefl: Fomentation of your Pride ; 
Sinking in Virtue, as you rife in Fame. 
Your Learning, like the L«»/2r Beam, affords 
Light, but not Heat •, it leaves you undevout. 

Frozen at Heart, while Speculation fhincs. 

Awake, ye curious Indagators ! fond 

Of knowing All, but what avails you known. 

If you would learn JDeathh CharaSier j attend. 

All Cafts of Conduft, all Degrees of Healthy 

All Dies of Fortune, and all Dates of Age, 

Together fliook in his imparrfal Urn, 

Come forth at random : Or if Choice is made. 

The Choice is quite farcaftic, and infults 

All bold Conjefture, and fond Hopes of Man. 

What countlefs Multitudes, not only k(we^ 

^nidccplydifappoint usy by their Deaths ! 

The' great our Sorrow, greater our Surprize. 

Like other Tyrants, Dealb delights to fmitc. 
What, fmitten, moft proclaims the Pride of Power, 
And arbitrary Nod. His Joy fupreme. 
To bid the Wretch furvive the Fortunate ; 
The Feeble wrap th* Athetk in his Shroud ; 
And weeping Fathers build their Childrens Tomb : 
Me Thine,, NARcissAl-^Whattho' (hort thy Date? 

I Virtue 
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Virtuiy not rolling Suns, the Mind matures. 

That Life is long) which anfwers Life's great End, < 

The Time that bears no Fruit, deferves no Name \ 

The Man of Wifdom is the Man of Years. 

In hoary Youth Methusalxms may die ; 

O how mifdated on thdr flattering Tombs ! 

Narcissa's Tinab has lefkur^d me thus far. 
And can her Gaiety give Counfel too ? 
That, like tKe Jews fam'd Oracle of Gems, 
Sparkles Inftriiftion ; fuch as throws new Light, 
And opens moit the CbaraSler of Death ; 
III known*) thee, Lorenzo ! ^Tiw thy Vaunt : 
" Give Death his Due, the Wrctciied, and the 01d$ 
*« Ev'n let him fweep his Rubbifh to the Grave ; 
«« Let him not violate kind Nature's Laws, 
«< But own Man bom to Live^ as well as Die.^^ 
fFretcbed 4nd Old Thou gjiVft Him 5 r^»f and Gay 
lie takes; and P&»^ is a Tyrant's Joy. 
What tf I prove, " The fartheft fixxn the Fear^ 
*• Are often neareft to the Sttvke cf Face ?" 

All, more than common, menaces an £nd» 
A Blaze betc^ens Brevity of Life : 
As if bright Embers IhouM emit a Flame, 
Glad Spirits fparkkd ftomNARCissA's Eye> 
And made Youdi younger, and taught Life to livjs. 
As Nature's Oppofites wage endlefs War, 
For tbfMSknce^ as Treaiba to the dea!^ 

InvioUfa^ 
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Inviolable Sd^h of his ^dgfi^ 
Where JL^^ ancj turbulent -4W///^», fleep^ 
Death took fwiift Vcngca^c* As fee Life detefo. 
More Life is ftill more odious j aod, reduced 
By Coriqueft^ aggrandizes ipore his Powex* 
But wherefore aggrandized ? Jly Heav*n*i5 Decreet 
To plant the Soul on her cteroiil Ouard^ 
la awful Eiqjcdlation of our End. 
Thus runs Death's dread Comniiflion : " Strike^ tut j&^ 
" As moft aldrms the Living by the Dead.*' . 
iltnct Stratagem delights him^ and Surprize^ 
And cruel Spoxt with Man's Securities. 
Notfimpk Conqucft, Triumph is his Aim i 
And« where leaft fear^d^ there Conquell triumphs tXipA* 
This proves my bold Afiertion not too bold* 

What are His Arts to J»y our Fears afleep i 
Tiherian Arts hisPurpofes lyr^ up 
In deep Diffimqlation*s darkeft Night 
Like Princes uncoixfeft in foreign Court?, 
Who travel under Cover^ Death aflumcs 
The Name and Look of I^, and dwells ^ong U8« 
He takes.all Sftapes that fenife his blaqk D^figns J 
The* Matter of a wider Empire far 
Thanthatj oV which the i2<atfw» Eagle fk;w> 
LikeiV^^, he'saFidler^ Gtiarioteeri 
Or drives his Phaeton in Female Gpife > 
Quite unfufpe<aedi till, the \Vheql b^ieath, 
His difarray'd Oblatioo he dcvouw. 
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He moft afFcfts the Forms leaft like himfclf. 
His flender fclf. Hence burly Corpulence 
Is his familiar Wear, and fleek Difguife. 
Behind the rofy Bloom he loves to lurk. 
Or ambufh m a Smile ; or wanton dive 
In Dimples deep j Love's Eddies, which 3raw in 
Unwary Hearts, and fink them in Delpaii*; 
Such, on Narcissa's Couch, he loiter'd long; 
Unknown ; and, when detefted, ftill was feen 
To fmili ; fuch Peace has Innocence in Death ! 

Mofl happy they ! whom leaft his Arts deceive* 
One Eye on Deaths and one full fix'd on Heavetiy 
Becomes a Mortal, and Immortal Man, 
Long on his Wiles a piqu'd and jealous Spy, 
Pve feen, or dreamt I faw, the Tyrant drefs ; 
Lay by his Horrors, and put on his Smiles. 
Say, Mufe, for. thou remcmber'ft, call it back. 
And (hew Lorenzo the furprifing Scene ; 
It *twas a Dream, his Genius can explain, 

'Twas in a Circle of the Gay I ftood. 
Beatb would have entered \ Nature pufht him back; 
Supported by aDqdlor of Renown, 
His Point he gainM. Then artfully difmift 
The Sage ; for Death defignW to be. concearcj. 
He gave aa old vivacious Ufurer 
His meagre Afpcft, and his naked Bones ; 
In Gratitude for plumping up his Prry, 

A pam- 
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A pampcr'd'Spendthrift ; whofc fantaftic Air, 
WcU-faihion'd Figure, and cockaded Brow, 
He tcx)k in Change, and underneath the Pride- 
Of coftly Linen, tuckM his filthy Shroud, 
His crooked Bow he ftraiten'd to a Cane j 
And hid his deadly Shafts in Myra*s Eye. 

The dreadful Mafquerader, tlius equipt, 
Out-fallies on Adyentures. Aik you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar Haunts, 
Let /A/V fufEce -, lure as Night follows Day, 
Death treads in Pkafure's Footfteps round the Worlds 
yf^tnPkafure treads the Paths, \yhich Reafon fliuns. 
When, againft Reafifty Riot fhuts the Door, 
And Gaiety fupplies the Place of Senfe^ 
Then, foremofl: at the Banquet, and the Ball, 
Death leads the Dance, or flamps the deadly Die : 
Nor ever f^s the midnight Bowl to crown. 
Gayly caroufing to his gay Compeers, 
Inly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him. 
As abfent far : And when the Revel burns. 
When Fiftff is banilht, and triumphant Thought, 
Calling for all the Joys beneath the Moon, 
Agsdnft him turns the Key ^ and bids him fup 
With their Progenitors — He drops ^the Mafk ; 
l^rowns out at full ; they ftart, defpair, expire. ^ 

Scarce with more fudden Terror and Surprize, 
From his black Mafquc of Nitre, touch'd by Fire, 

' I 3 He 
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He burftf, expands, roars, bbzcs, aijd devour?, 
And is pot this triumphant Treachery, 
And more than /mpU Cihqueji^ in the Fiend ? 

And now, LpR8Jr26, doft thow wrap thy Soul 
In fpft Security, beciufc unknown 
Which Mp9ici>? is cpmmiflion'd to deftroy ? 
In Death's Uncertainty thy Pangcr li^. 
Is Dfath uncertain ? Tljf refoit thou be fiit ^ 
Fixt as a Centincli all feye, ill Ear, 
AH Expeaation pf tjip coming Fbe, 
Roufe, Hand in Arms, nor lean againfl: thy Spear j 
Left Slumber fteal oiie Mpm?nt b'^r thy Sbul, 
And Fm furprifc thee nodding. Watch, bt ftibii^ } 
Thus give each Day the Merit, and Reno«?h, " 
Of dying Wfell J tho' doom'd bljt once to die. 
?^qr let Life's Period hidden (.^ frpm mbl^) 
Hid? too froni Thd^ the prgcioys Ufe pf Lffe, 

Early, np^ fuddfeh^ wasKAkcifesA's Faje. 
Soon, not furpfifing, JDfiZ/i his Vifit paid. 
Her Thpught wej^ forth to mdct himon fii^ Wa>, 
Nor Gaiety fbi^ it ^as to die. 
Tho' Fortnhev^ (^r '^rd ind flniU thm), 
As an Af caiipltce, pky'd her gaudy Hiimes j 
And'ev^ glktei«ig%wg^w^ on Her Si^t, 
To dazzl^, and debauch it fropi its Mark. 
peath'^ drtadftl AdVftit k the Mark 6f Man t 
J^d'ev*ry Thought thttihiilcsit^ fcblUid, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The RELAPSE. 135 

IFortune^ with Titt/A and G^iVAy, con^ir'd 

To weave a triple Wreath df Hap|>inefs, 

(If Hap[^iieis on Earth) to crown her Brow. 

And could Z)^tf/i& charge thro* fuch a fliining Shield ? 

That fhining Shield invites the Tyrant's Spear. 
As if to damp our elevated Aims, 
And ftrongly preach Huj^nility to Man. 
how portentous is Profperity ! 
How, Comct^likc, it threatens, while it fhines ! 
Few Years but yield us Proof cf Deatb*s Ambition 
To cull his Viiidms from the faircft Fold, 
Andlheath his Shafts in alj the Pride of Life. 
When flooded with Abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent Honours, bloom'd with ev'iy Blifs,. 
Set up in Qftentatbn, mad^ the Gaze, 
The gaudy Centre^ cf th« pubHc Eye, 
WhenF^rA» thus has tofe^i hcf Child in Air^ 
Snatcht from the Covert of an humble State, 
How 0ftw have I S^^ hm drap « once, 
Our]S%i»ng'«p9,yy! afld omt Ev'mng's Sigh t 
Asif her Bouftijep v«8e t^§ S{gr^ given, 
Th» QowVy W>|attH ti) n)wi:ttl>e%:f ifi^^ 
And cail P^iJ^s Afg^ffs on th* dei^'d Prey. 

^^.rFmmf ife«ns ia cruel Leagoe with Fatt^ 
Afk you for what? To give his W» on Man 
The deeper JDlread, and more iUuftrious Sjpoilk 
Thus tQ keep .4«iog Mcwals mxt ia Awc« 

I 4 An$ 
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And burns Lorenzo ftill for the Sublime 
Of Life ? to hang his airy Neft on high. 
On the flight Timber of the topmoft Bough, 
Rockt at each Breeze, and menacing a Fall ? 
Granting grim Death at equal Diftance there 9 
Yet Peace begins juft where Anbitim ends. 
What makes Man wretched ? Happincfe de?rf*d? 
Lorenzo! no: ^Tis Happincfs ///^^iw^' J. 
i>he comes too meanly drcfs*d to win our Smile •, 
And calls herfclf Ccnteni^ a homely. Name! 
Our Flame is Tranfport^ and Content our Scorn. 
Amliticn turns, and (huts the Door a^nfl: her. 
And weds a Toil^ a Tempefty in her ftead j 
A Ten.pefi to warm TvflnfpDrt near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal St^ admits. 
Life's modeft Jqys we ruin, while we raife ; . 
And all our Ecftafiesare Wounds tp Peace. 
Peace, the full Portion of Mankind below. 

And fince thy Peiace is dear, ambitious Youth ! 
Of Fortune fond ! as thoughtlefs.of thy Fate ! 
As late I drew Death's Pidure, to ftir up 
Thy wholefome Fears ; now, drawn in Gontraft, fee 
Gay Fortune*Sy thy vain Hopes to reprimand.' 
See, high in Air, the fportive Goddefs hangs. 
Unlocks herCafket, fprcads her glitt'ring Ware, 
And calls the giddy Winds to puff abroad 
Her random Bounties o?er the gaping Throng. 
All lufii rap^ious ; Friends o'ey trodden Friends 5 

Sons 
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Sons o'er their Fathers, Subjefts o'er thdir Kings^ 
Priefts o'er their Gods, and Lovers o'ei the Fair, 
(Still more ador'd) to fnatch the golden Show'r. 

Gold glitters moft, where Virtue fliines no more ; 
As Stars from abfent Suns have Leave to fliine. 
whit a precious Pack of Votaries 
Unkemell'd from the Prifons, and the Stews, 
Pour in, all op'ning in their IdoPs Praifc! 
All, ardent, ^eye each Wafture of her Hand, 
And, wido-expanding their voracious Jaws, 
Morfel on Morfel fwallow down unchcw*d, ». 

Untafted, through mad Appetite fpi: more ; 
Gorgy to the Throat, yet lean and ray'j^ous ftill. 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmalleft Gwie, 
And bold to feize -the Greateft. If (bleft Chance !) 
Court-Zephyrs Meetly breathe, they launch, they fly, . 
O'erjuft, o'er Sacred, all forbidden Ground, 
Dniiik with thetnirning Scent of Place or PoVr, ' 
Staunch to the Foot of Lucre, till they die. 

Or, if for Men you take them, as I mark 
Their Manners, Thou their various Fates furvey. 
With Airri mif-me8fur*d, and impetuous- Speed, 
^ome darting, ftrike their ardent Wilh far off. 
Through Fury to poffefs it : Some fucceed. 
Bub ftumble, and l6t fall the taken Prize. 
From>>»f, by fudden Blafts, 'tis whirl'daway. 
And lodg'd in Bofom? that ne'er dream'd of Gain. 

To 
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Tofime it flicks fo clofe, that, when torn off> 

Tom is the Man, and mortal is the Wound. 

Somiy o'er-enamour'd of their Bags,, run mad. 

Groan under Gold, yet weep for want of Bread, 

Togpthcryiw* (unhappy Rivals !) feizc» 

And rend Abundance into Poverty ; 

Loud croaks the Raven of the Law» ai>d fhules : 

Smiles too the Goddefs ; but fmiles moft at thofe^ 

( Juft Vidims of exorbitant Dcfirc) 

Who perifli at their own Requeft, and, whclm*4 

Beneath her Load of lavifh Grants, expire. 

Fortune is famous ix her Numbers flain. 

The Number finall, which Happinds can bear, 

Tho* vdritus for a ^rfiilc their Fates ; at laft 

One Curfe involves them All : At Death^s Approachx 

All read their Riches backward uto Lois, 

And mourn, in juft Proportiodi tfi tbclr Store* 

And Deatlfs^ Approach (if orthodox my Son^ 
Is haften'd by the Lure of Fortt{n^h Smiles. 
And art thou ftill a Glutton of bright Gold ? 
And art thou ffiU rapacious of ^Hy Rum ? 
Be^th ioves & fhinkag Mark, a fignal Blow s, 
A ]^lov> wliid^ while it executes, alarms >. 
Aiid ftartles Thoufands, with a, fiii^ Fall. 
A^ when fome ftatcly Growth of OA, or Pin^ 
Which i>ods aloft, and proudly fpreads h^r Shadc,^ 
Thf Sun's Defiance ; and the Flock's Defence ; 
]^die ft^g Strokes 9f laboring Hiods fubdu'd, 

2 Lovd 
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^ud gt^^ het I^ and, ruflikig fhMfe hdt Hoighc 
In cumb'rous Ruin, thttnderi to the Ground : 
The confcidqs Foreft trembles at the Shock, 
Apd Hill, iijd Stream, and diftant Dal^ refound, 

TheTe Wgb-aimM D^its of Death, and theft aloM, 
Should I colleft, niy (^irer would be full. 
A Quiver, Which, Fufptnded in mid Air* 
<)r nea^ Hfcav*n's Archer, in the Zodiac, hung, 
(So td^d k be) fliould draw the publfc Ey6, 
The Gtee iAd ContAiiiplatipn Of MjUtkjhd ! 
A G<JriAfclMtl0h awful, ytt benijgn, 
To iguide the GiFf rhxo* Life's tempdhiOUS Wavc-j 
Nor fuflfff ^itth to ftrike the! tommoft ftock, 
*' From i^atpf Danger to gixJw moit f&urt, 
« And, wraj* m Hajjpinfefj, fofget HJid^ tlite.'* 

Lysander, hat)j)y peffl: Ac otomoii 1<^ 
Was w^m'd ti ]^aij^, but Wo gof t6 ftke. 
JHe wpQ'd the M AsraSia : ^e was kind : 
^It^tfth, !?brlh, l^ofttiftKB, ?^c, thejr both werfe Well-, 
AllwhoTcirew,'eriv7*ai yet In tttV/ lt)\^ : 
Can Faaey fenh ihbrt iSMlht H'appiheis ? 
Fixt\«B*feNi$»ti«lH;oitf, ffcr ftately Doifie 
Rofe pn the founding Beach. The glitt'ring Spii^ 
Float in the Wav^ and break ajpinil the Shore : 
,Se bft^k thofe glittering ShadowSj^ Human Joys. 
The faithlefs Morning fmil'd : He takes h^ Leave, 
To re-cmb«ipc u> Ecf^fics, ^ Evf, 
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The rifing Storm forbids. The News, arrives : 

Untold, fhe faw it in her Servant's Eye. 

She felt it feen (her Heart was apt to feel) ; 

And, drown'd, without the furious Ocean's Aid, 

In fuffocating Sorrows, fhares his Tomb. 

Now, • round die fumptuous. Bridal Monument, • 

The guilty Billows innocently roar j 

And the rough Sailor pafling drops a Tear. 

A Teat ?rr-Can Tear$ fuffice ?.— But not for me. 

. .1* 

HaW vain our Efforts ! And our Arts, how vain ! 
The diftaut Train^of Thought I took, to Ihun, 
Has thrown me on my Fate — Tbefe died together ; 
Happy in Ruift ! ' undirarc'd by Death ! 
Or ne'er to meet, ^or ne'er to part, is Peacer— 
Narcissa ! pity ^bleeds at Thought of Thee. 
Yet Xhou waft only near me ; not m^i/elf. 
Survive myfelf ? Tha^ cures all other Woe. 
Narcissi liycps J Phiuani>er is.forgot4 
O the foft Commerce ! O the tender Tyes, 
Clofe-twiftcd with the Fibres of the Heart ! 
Which, broken, break them ; and drain off the Soul 
OTHuman Joy -^ and make it Pain to live — 
And is it thqn to live ? When fuch Friendspart, 
'Tis the.Sufvivor dies -My HcMt ! no more* 
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PREFACE. 

-r^EW Ages karje been ietptr in Difpute aiimt Re- 

M^ Ugitm^ than this. The Difpute about Religion^ ant 

-^ the PraSice ofit^ feldom go together, TheJborUr^ 

therefore^ the DiJ^ute^ the better. I thinkUwf 

be reduced to, this Jingle ^lejlion^ Is Man Immortal, or is 

he not ? If be is not^all our Difputes are mere Amt{fesnints 

irr Trials <f SkilL In this Cafe^ Truth, Reafon, Reli- 

g^)n, which give our Difccterfes fuch Pomp and Solenmiiy^ 

are (as will be Jbewn) mere efnpty Sounds without aref 

Meaning in them. But if Man is Immortal^ it will beh^ 

him tc he very ferious about eternal Confequences \ cr^ in 

other Wordsy to be truly religious. And this great funda^ 

mental Truths un-ejiabli/h^dj or unawakerid in the Mnds cj 

Mm, isy I conceive y the r^al Source and Support of all our 

Infidelity ; how remote foever the particular Objeiiiins ad-^ 

vanced may feemto be from it. , 

Senfible Appearances c^eSl mqfi Men much more thoM 
ibftra^ Reafonings u And we daily fee Bodi^ drop arowf^ 
usy but the Soul is invifible. The Power which Inclination 
has over the Judgment, is greater than can be well c^ih 
^vedby thofe that have not had an Experience of it ; and 
of what Nmbers is it the fad Intertfly that Souls /houldn^t 
fitrvive! TheHeathen fForld confefSf that thy rather hoped^ 
than firmly believed Immortality j and how many Heathem 
have we ftiU amofigfi us ! The facred Page affures us^ that 
Life and Immortality is brought to Light by the Gofpel: But 
ijhaw mmrf is the Gofpel rejeSlcd^ or overlooked I From 

thefe 
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tbefe Confiderations^ and from wy beings accidentally^ prhj 
to the Sentiments of fame particular Perfons^ I have been 
kf^ perfuaded^ that moft^ if not alU our Infidels^ (what ever 
Name they iake^ and whatever Scheme for Argument's fake^ 
and to keep themfelves in Counhnance, they patronize) are 
fupported in their deplorable Err or ^ by fotne Doubt of their 
Immortality, at the Bottom. Andlamfatisfied^lhatMen 
once thoroughly convinced of their Immortality ^ are not far 
from being Chriftians. For it is hard to conceive that a 
. Manfully confcious^ eternal Pain or Happinefs will certainly 
be bis Lot^ fhould not earneftly^ and impartially^ inquire 
after the fur eft Means of efcaping One^ and fecuring the 
Other. And of fuch an earneft and impartial Inquiry^ I 
well know the Ccnfequence^ 

Here^ therefore^ in Proof of this mcft fundamental 
Truths fome plain Arguments are offered i Arguments de- 
rived from Principles which If^dels admit in common with 
Believers \ Arguments^ which appear to me altogether irre- 
fiftible ; ^and fuch as I amfatisfiedj will have great IVeight 
with ally who give themfelves the fmall Trouble of looking 
ferioujly into their own Bofoms^ and of obferving^ with any 
tolerable Degree of Attention^ what daily pajfes, round about 
tbemy in the fVorld. If fome Arguments pall. Here, oc-- 
cur J which Others have declined^ they are fubmittedy with all 
Defer encCy to better Judgments in this, of all Point Sy the 
moft important. Fory as to the Being of a Gody that is no 
longer difputed ; hut it is undifputedy for this Reafon onfyy 
viz. Becaufe where the koft Pretence to Reafon is admittedy 
it muft for ever be indifpi table. And of confeouence no Man 
can be betrayed into a Dijpute of that Nature by Vanity ; 
which has a principal Share in animating our modern Com-^ 
batants againft other Articles of our Lelief 
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NIGHT THE SIXTH. 

THE 

INFIDEL ReclaimU 

SHE* (for I know not yet her Name in Heaven) 
Not early like Narcissa^ left the Scene j 
Nor fudden, like Philander. What Avail ? 
This feeming Mitigation but inflames ; 
This fanfy'd Med'cine heightens the Difeafe, 
The longer known, the clofer ftill Ihe grew 5 
And gradual Parting is a gradual Death. 
Tis the grim Tyrant's Engine, which extorts 
By tardy Preflure's ftill-increafing Weight, 
From hardeft Hearts, Confeflion of Diftrefs. 

* Referring to Night the Fifth. 

K O the 
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O the long, dark Approach thro* Years of Pain, 
• Death's GallVy ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
With difmal Doubts and fable Terror^ hung ; 
Sick Hope\ pale Lanjp, its only glimmering Ray 1 
There, Fate my "melancholy Walk ordain'd. 
Forbid Self-love itfelf to flatter. There. 
How oft I gaz'd, prophetically fad! 
How oft 1 faw her dead, while yet in Smiles ! 
In Smiles (he funk i&^- Grief, to leflen mine. 
She fpoke me Comfort, and increased my Pain. 
Like powerful Armies trenching at a Town, 
By flow, and filent, but refiftlefs Sap, 
In his pale Progrefs gently gaining ground. 
Death urg^d his deadly Siege ; in Ipite of Art, 
Df all the l^almy BlefTings Nature lends 
To fuccpur frail Humanity. Ye Stars ! 
(Not nowfrji made familiar to my Sight) 
And*th<3U, O Moon ! bear witnefs ; many a Nighfi 
HeXOYt the Pillow from beneath my Head, 
Ty'd d6wh m/ f6re Attention to the Shock, 
By ceafelefs Depredations on a Life 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful Poll 
Of Obfervatidns ! diarker ev*ry JHour ! 
Lefs dread the' Day that drove nie to thj Brink, 
And ^inted at fiterhity below ; 
When my Soul fliudder'd at Futurity ; 
When,' on a Moment*s Point, th' important Dye 
Of Life and Death fpun doubtful, ere it fell. 
And turn'd up Life ; my Title to more Woe. 

2 But 
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But why raorc Woe ? More Comfort let \% be. 
NothiBg is dead, hut tba^ whigh wiflst'd to die i 
Nothing is d^d, but Wretch^edncft and Pain % 
Nothing is dcJ^, but what incunnb^r'd, g^'d. 
Blocked up the Pafe, ai%d bw:r'd from real Life. 
Where dwells tb^f Wifh mofl: ardent of the Wife ? 
Too dark th^-Sv^i to fee it j jiiig^eft Stars 
Too low to fpaeh it \ Deaths fif ^t P^ii alone. 
O'er Stars.wd Sun, tnuqagh^iM, tois us There. 

Nor direaidfol our SPr^^m^ xho^ theMind* 
An Arti^ at creatii^ $elfral^];inf. 
Rich m £>£|e4ieats for Inquiieqgfle, 
Is prone to paint it dreadfiiil Who can tajlj:c 
Death'^ Portrait true ? The Tycs^m: never fat. 
OurSk^^hj fill random Strokes, Coojedure ail* 
Clpfc fhuts the Gf ^ve, nor teil^ one (jngle Tajp. 
Dmi^ anji hb imjige rifipg;n tfee Brain, 
Bear faint Reftmblapce; never are .ajike ; 
Fe^r .fhafces the Penqil, Famy loves JEKC€;fSft 
Dark Ignor^ance is lavifli of her Shades j 
And ^biife tJk;fQrmi4|kb)e Piduris 4raw. 

But grant the Woift ; 'tis paft ; new Pro^eftsoifc j 
And drop a Veil^ternklo'erher Tomb. 
Far other Views our C<i^tempktioH d»m. 
Views that overpay Ae RigoUfS of our Lifcj 
Views thar fufpend c/at Agonies in -Death, 

K 2 Wrapt 
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Wrapt in the Thought of Immortality^ 

Wrapt in the fingle, the triumphant Thought ! 

Long Life might lapfe. Age unpcrceiv*d come onj 

And find the Soul unfated with her Theme, 

Its Nature^ Proofs Importance^ fire my Song, 

O that my Song could emulate my Soul ! 

Like her. Immortal. No !— the Soul difdains 

A Mark fo mean ; far ndbler Hope inflames ; | 

If endlefs Ages can outweigh an Hour, 

Let not the Laurel^ but the Fdm^ infpire. 

Thy Naturfy Immortality ! who knows ? | 

And yet who knows it n6t ? It is but Life 
In ftrongcr Thread of brighter Colour fpun. 
And fpun for ever ; dipt by cruel Fate 
In Stygian Dye, how blacky how brittle here I 
How fhott our Corrcfpondencc with the Sun ! 
And while it lafts. Inglorious ! Our beft Deeds, 
How wanting in their Weight ' Our higheft Joys 
Small Cordials to fupport us in our Pain, 
And give us Strength to fufFer. But how Great 
To mingle ' Iht'refts, Converfc, Amities, 
With all the Sons oi Reafon^ fcatter*d wid? 
Through habitable Sp^ce, where-ever born, 
Howc'er endowed ! To live free Citizens 
Of univerfal. Nature ! To lay hold 
By more than feeble Failh on the Supreme ! 
To .call Hcav*n*s rich unfathomable Mines 
(Mines, which fupport Archangels in their State) 

Our 
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Our. own ! To rife in Science, as in Blifs, 

Initiate in the Secrets of the Skies ! 

To read Creation ; read its mighty Plan 

In the bare Bofom of the Deity ! 

The Plan, and Execution, to collate ! 

To fee, before each Glance of piercing Thought, 

Ail Cloud, all Shadow, blown remote \ and leave 

No Myftery— but that of Love Divine, 

Which lifts us on the Seraph's flaming Wing, 

From Earth's Aceldama^ this Field of Blood, 

Of inward Anguifh, and of outward 111, 

From Darknefs, and from Duft, to fuch a Scene ! 

Love's Element ! true Joy's illuftrious Home ! 

From Earth's fad Contraft (now deplor'd) more fairf 

What excji^ifite Viciflitude of Fate ! . 

Bleft Abfolution of our blacked Hour ! 

Lorenzo, thefe are Thoughts that make Man Man ^ 
The Wife illumine, aggrandize the Great. 
How Great (while jtt we tread the kindred CJod, 
And ev'ry Moment fear to fmk beneath 
The Clod we tread ; foon trodden by our Sons) 
How Great, ia the wild Whirl of STiw's Purfuits 
To ftop^and paufe, involved in high Prefagc, 
Through the long Vifto of a thoufand Years^ 
To ftand contemplating our -dilbnt Selvei, 
As in a magnifying Mirror feen. 
Enlarged, Ennobled, Elevitc, Divine ! 
To prophcfy our own Futurities 1 

Kg 
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To gaze in Thought on whdt all Thought tranfccnds ! 
To talk, with Fellow-Candidates, of Joys 
As far beyond Conception, as Defcit, 
Ourfclves th' aftonifliM Talkers, and the Tale ! 

Lorenzo, iwclls thy Bofom at the Thought! 
The Swell becomes thee : *Tis an honeft Pride, 
Revere thyfelf -, — and yet thyfelf defpife. 
His Nature no Man can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can under-rate his Merit. Take good heed, 
Noi: there be modeft, where thou (houldftbe proud-, 
That almoft univerfal Error fhun. 
Ho^juji our Pride, when we behold thofe Hdghts! 
No^ thofe Amhition paints in Air, bui. thofe 
Reafm points out, and ardent Tir/i^ gains ; 
And Angels emulate ; our Pride how juft ! 
When mount we ? when thefe Shackles caft ? when quit 
This Ceil of the Creation ? this fmall Ncft, 
Stuck in a Comer of the Univcrfc, 
. Wrapt up in fleecy Cloud, and fine-fpun Air ? 
Fine-fpun to Senfe ; but grofs and feculent. 
To Souls celftfttel ; Souls ordain'd (» breathe 
Ambr^fial Galcsj and drink a purer Sky •, 
Greatly triumpliant on STiw^s farther Shofe, - 
Where Virtue mgns, ciffichM with full Aftteirsj 
While Pomjp imperiai begs an Alms of PeacJe. 



In Empire hifch, or In ,prcfud Science deqj, 
Te bom of Earth 1 tin what can you oonfet^ 
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With half the Dignity, with half the Gain, 
The Guft, the Glow of rational Delight, ^ 

As on this Theme, which Angels praife, and fha^e ? ^ 
Man's Fates and Favours are a Theme in Heaven. 

What wretched Repetition cloys us here ! 
What periodic Potions for the Sick I 
Diftemper'd Bodies, and diftemper'd Minds ! 
In an Eternity ^ wli^t Scenes fliall ftrike ! 
Adventures thicken ! Novelties furprife ! 
What Webs of Wonder fhall unravel, there ! 
What full Day pour pn all the Paths of Heaven, 
And light th' Almight/s^Footfleps in the Deep ! 
How (hall the bleffed Day of our Difcharge 
Unwi.id, at (Mice, the Labyrinths of Fate, 
Andflxaiten its inextricable Maze! 

]i inextioguilhabte Thirfl: in Man 
To know i ]bow rich, how fiiU our Banquet Here ! 
//^<?, not the Mc?r^/ World alone unfolds-, ' 
The World'Afo/m^/, lately ieen in Shades, 
And, in thofe Shades, by Fragnoents only feen. 
And feen thofe Fr^igpiQAls by the laFrtn^ Eye, 
Unbroken;^ iipw, illuftriqus, ^nd intire,. 
Its ample Sphpre, ^s vio^verfal Frame, 
In full Dim^nfipns, fw# to the Survey ; 
And enters, ^ one GJaaqe, .the raviflit Sight. 
From fome fuperior Po^ (where, who can tell ? 

Suffice it, 'tis a PoUit ^rfvere pods rqfide) 

K 4 How 
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H6W fliall the ftranger Man's illumined Eye, 
In the vaft Ocean of unbounded Space, 
Behold an Infinite of floating Worlds 
Divide the Cryftal Waves of Ether pure. 
In endlefs Voyage, without Port ? The leafi 
Of thefe difleminatcd Orbs, how great ? 
Great as they are, what Numbers Thefe furpafs, 
Huge, as Leviathan^ to that fmall Race, 
Thofe twinkling Multitudes of little Life, 
He fwallows unperceiv*d ! Stupendcus Thefe ! 
Yet what are thefe ftupcmlous to the JVbole f 
As Particles, as Atoms, ill-perceiv'd j 
As circulating Globules in our Veins ; 
So vaft the Plan : Fecundity Divine ! 
3Exub'rant Source ! perhaps, I wrong thee ftilU 

If Admiration is a Soprce of Jpy, 
What Tranfport hence ? YeV this the leaft in Heaven, 
What This to that Uluftrious Robe He wears 
Who toft this Mafs pf Wopders from his Hand, 
A Specimen, anEarneft, of his Power? 
Tis, to that Glory, whence all Glory flows. 
As the Mead's meaneft Flpw're(: to the Sun, 
Which gave it Birth. But what, this Sun of Heav'n f 
This Blifs fupreme of the fupremely Blcft ? 
Death, only Death, the Queftion c^ rcfolvc. 
By Death, cheap-bought th* Ideas of our Joy j 
The bare Ideas ! Solid Happinefs 
So diftfuit fr9m its Shadgw cWd bclpw, 
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And chafe we ftill the Phantom thro* the Fire, 
O'er Bog, and Break, and Precipice, till Death ? 
Apd toil we ftill for fublunary Pay ? 
Defy the Dangers of the Field, and Flood, 
Or, Spider-like, fjun out our precious All, 
Our more than Vitals fpin (if no Regard 
To great Futurity) in curious Webs 
Of fubtle Thought, and cxquifite Defign ; 
(Fine Net-work of the Brain !) to dktch a Fly ? 
The momentary Buz of vain Renown ! 
A Name, a mortal Immortality ! 

Or (meaner ftill !) inftead of grafping Air, 
For fordid Lucre plunge we in the Mire ? 
Drudge, fwcat, tho' ev'ry Shame, for cv^ry Gaip, 
For vile contaminating Trafh, throw up 
Our Hope in Heav*n, our Dignity with Mih ? 
And deify the Dirt, matured to Gold ? 
Ambition J Avarice -, the two Dsmo/ts, theft 
Which goad through cvVy Slough our Human Herd, 
Hard-travel'd from the Cradle to the Grave. 
How low the Wretches ftoop ! How fteep they climb ! 
Thefe Demons burn Mankind ; but moft polTefs 
Lorenzo's Bofom, and turn out the Skies. 

Is it in Time to hide Eternity ? 
And why not in an Atom on the Shore, 
To cover Ocean ? or a Mote, the Sun ? 
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Glory ^ and fFeahb ! have They this blinding Power ? 
What if to Tbem I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it furprife Thee ? Be thou then furpris*d ; 
Thou neither know'ft : Their Nature karn from me. 

Mark well,, as foreign as Tbefe SubJeUs. feem. 
What clofe Connexion ties them to my Theme. 
Firft, what is ^rue Ambjtion ? The Purfuit 
Of Glory, nothing Jefs than Man can fhare. 
Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded Man, 
As flatulent with Fumes of Sclf-applaufe, 
Their Arts and Conquefts Anitnals might bqaft. 
And claim their Laurel Crowns as well as We ; 
But not Cel^fiiaL Here we ftand alone ; 
As in our Form, diftinft, pre-eminent ; 
If prone in Thought, our Stature is our Shame, 
And Man ftiould hlufli, his Forehead meets the Skies. 
The Fifibk afld Pref^ arc for Brutes, 
A (lender Portion ! . ^d a narrow Bound J 
ThtkReafony with aa Eno^y divine, 
O'erleaps ; and claims the Fumre and Unfeen ; 
The vaft Unfccn ! the Future fathomlefs ! 
Wi>eii tbe.great.Soul buoys up to this high Point, 
Leaving grofs Natiin^s Sediments below. 
Then, and then only, Adam'^ QBfspring quits ^ 
The Sage and Hero of the Fields and Woods, 
Aflerts his Rank, and rifes into Man. 
fbis is Ambition : This is Human Fire. 

Can 
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Can Parts or Place (two bold Pretenders !) mate 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the Throng ? 

Gems and Art^ Ambition's boaftcd Wings, 
Our Boaft but ill deferve. A feeble Aid ! 
Dedalian Engin'ry ! If Thcfe alone 
Aflift our Flight, Fame's Flight is Glcry^ Fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we. ne'er fo high. 
Our Height is but the Gibbet of our Name* 
A celebrated Wretch when I behold. 
When I behold a Genius bright, and bafe. 
Of towVing Talents, and terreftrial Aims ; 
Methinks I fee, as thrown from her high Sphere, 
The gloriousc Fragment of a Soul immortal. 
With Rubbifti mixt, and glitt'ring in the Duft. 
Struck at the fplei^id, mdancholy^ight. 

But wherefore Envy i Talents Angd^brig^ 
If wanting Woith, ace ftuning IiiftrQments 
In falfe A mbition's Hand, ta finifli. Faults 
Illuftrious, and givclnfam]r Kenown. 

Great HI is an Atchlevement of great Powers. 
Plain Senfe but ^^tely leads us far aftray. 
Reafon the Means, JffeSiGns chufe our End ; 
Means have no Merit, if ouf Ef<cl amifs. 
If wrong- o^r- Hearts, ourHe^s are right in vain ; 
What is a PELHAM*sHead, toPEUfA^'s Heart ? 
Hearts at^Ptopnetorstof all Applaufe. 
'. ' Right 
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Right Ends, and Means, make Wifdom : Worldly wife 
Is but half-witted, at its highcft Praifc. 

Let Genius then dcfpair to make thee great ; 
Nor flatter Station : What is Station high ? 
Tis a proud Mendicant ; it boafts, and begs ; 
It begs an Alms of Homage from the Throng, 
And oft the Throng denies its Charity. 
Monarchs, and Minifters, are awful Names ; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our Devoir. 
Religion, public Order, Both exaft 
jEy/^r«fl/ Homage, and a fupple Knee, 
To Beings pompoufly fet up, to feiTC 
The meaneft Slave ; all more is Merit's Due, 
Her facre^^ and inviolable Right ; 
Nor ever paid the Monarchy but the Man. 
Our Hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior fFbrtb i 
Nor ever fail of their Allegiance there. 
Fools, indeed, drop the Man in their Account!, 
And vote the Mantle into Majefty. 
Let the fmall Savage boaft his Silver Fur 5 • 
His royal Robe unborrow*d, and unbought. 
His cwnj defcending fairly from his Sires. 
Shall Man be proud to wear his Livery, 
And Souls in Ermin fcorn a Soul without ? 
Can Place or leflen us, or aggrandize ? 
Fygmies are Pygmies ftill, tho* percht on Jlj>s \ 
And Pyramids are Pyramids in Vales, 
Each Man makes his own Stature, builds himfelf : . 

Virtue 
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Vktue alone out-builds the Pyramids \ 

Her Monuments (hall laft, when Egypfs fall. 

Of thefe fure Truths doft Thou demand the Caufc ? 
The Caufe is lodged in Immcrtality. 
Hear, and affent. Thy Bofom bums for Pow^ ; 
What Station channs thee ? rUinftall thee there; 
*Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waft fomething lefs than Man. 
Has thy new Poft betrayed thee into Pride ? 
That treacherous Pride betrays thy Dignity ; 
ThatPride defames Humanity, and calls 
The Being mean, which Staffs or Springs can raife. 
That Pride, like Hooded Hawks, in Darknefe foais. 
From Blindnefs bold, and tow'ring to the Skies. 
*Tis bom of Ignorance^ which knows not Man 
An Angers Second ; nor his Second long. 
A Nero quitting his Imperial Throne, 
And coufting Glory from the tinkling String, 
But faintly fhadows an imxDortal Soul, . 
With Empire's Self, to Pride, or Rapture, lir'd. 
If nobler Motives miniiler no Cure, 
Ev'n Vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High Worth is elevated Place : 'Tis morci 
It makes the Poft ftand Candidate for T)ice ; 
Makes more than Monarchs, makes an honeft Man 1 
Tho* no Exchequer \t commands, *tis Wealth ; 
And t{io' it wears no Ribboriy 'tis Renown,; 

Renown^ 
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Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' diigrac'd. 
Nor leave thee pendent on a Mafter's Stnik. 
Other Ambition Nature intcrdifts ; 
Nature procfanind it moil: abfuxd in Man» 
By pointing at his Origin^ and End ; 
Milkv »d a Swatiie, atfirfij his whole Demand ; 
His whcdeDoQiaiQ^ at lajf^ a Tuff» or Stoie; 
To whorn^ bttuxen^ a World may fcem too fmaiL 

Souls if$dy giieat dart forward on the Wiog 
Of juft Anatiition^ to the pamd Rcfult, 
The Curtain*ia FaH 1 tbm^ fbc the hu£kin'd Chief 
Unftiod bdiwd' this- momentary Scoae ; 
Reduced to his oifTn Stature, kw or high. 
As Vice, erVimi^ jSid&shitn, or&bliines; 
And lauigh «t this fantaftic Mummoy, 
This antic Prchidctrf* grotefijue Events, 
Where Dwarfs, are aftenfti^d, and betray 
A Littlenefi of Soul by Woclds o'er-^^un. 
And Nations laid hfiSlocd Di^ead Sacrifice 
To.Chriftiatt Pride t wfciich^had w4th Hor^w flioefec 
The darkeft Pagans, oflfer^d ^^beipGods. 

O Thou moft Cbriftian Enemy to Peace ? 
Againin.A&ms ? Again pboi^tng iFate ? • ^ 
That Prince^ and That alone, is truly ^Jreot^ 
WJiodxH^rS'theSwoiidt-dufttot, gladly fhe&thst 
On Empire builds wlm^£m{»Fe far outweighs, 
And makes his Thrcme a Seafibkl to the SkleSi 

Why 
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Why this fo rare ? Becaufc forgot of all 
The Day of Death •, that venerable Day, 
Which fits as Judge ; th^t Day, which ffiaH pronouftcc 
On all our Days, abfolve them, orcondemn#» 
Lorenzo, never fhut thy Thought againffi it; 
Be Levees ne'er fo full, afford it Room, 
And give it Audience in the Cabinet. 
That Friend conllilted. Flatteries apalt; 
Will tdl thee fair, if Thou aft Great, of Me^. 

To doat ^n aught may teavt us, or be fcft. 
Is That Ambitkn ? Then let Flamts' deftmdy 
Point to the Centre their inverted Spires, 
And learn Hbfniliation from a Soul, 
Which boafts her Lineage frt)mcelefti^!PlW. ' 
Yet Tbefe are they, the Wortd pronouitces "WSc^. 
The World, which cancels Nature's Right and Wrong, 
And cafts new Wifdom : EV'n the gi-ftVe^Wta lends 
His folenui Face, tocotirieenirtce the Coin. 
Wifdom for Parts is Madricfs for the Whole; 
This ftamps the Paradox, and giverus Jeavt 
To call the Wifeft weak, the Kicheft "pbof. 
The moft Ambitious, Uhstmbitidus, l^lr; ' 
In Triumph, nfeart; dhd atojcar<Jn'aThf6he. 
Nothing can make it lfeft*thafi*mad1n Mtti, 
To put forth all his Ardiji-, airhis Aft, ^ 

And give his Soul her foB tmboundad'v'Flighr, 
But reaching /»», who ^ave her Wings to'tiy. 

When 
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When blind Ambition quite miftakcs her Road, 
Arid downwards pores, for that which fhines above, 
Subilantial Happinefs, and true Renown j 
Then, like an Idiot gazing on the Brook, 
We leap at Stars, and faften in the Mud ; 
At Glory grafp, and fink in Infamy. 

Ambition ! powVful Source of Good and 111 ! 
Thy Strength in Man, like Length of Wing in Birds, 
When difcngag'd from Earth, with greater Eafe, 
And fwifter Flight, tranfports us to the Skies ; 
By Toys entangled, or in Guilt bemir'd. 
It turns a Curfc j it is our Chain, and Scourge, 
In this dark Dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 
Clofe-grated by the folid Bars of Sen/e i 
All Profpeft of Eternity fliut out ; 
And, but for Execution, ne'er fet free. 

With Error in Ambition juftly charged. 
Find we Lorenzo wifer in his Wealth ? 
What if thy Rental I reform ? and draw 
An Inventory new to fet thee right > 
Where, thy true Treafure ? Gold fays, " Not in mc," 
And, " . Not in me,** the Diamond. Gold is poor ; 
India^z infolvcnt : Seek it in Thyfelf, 
Seek in thy naked Self, and find it There ; 
In Being fo defcended,. formed, endowed •, 
Sky-born, (ky-guided, Ikyrreturning Race ! 
Ereft, Immortal, Rational, Divine ! 

In 
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In ^enfes^ which inherit. Earth, and Heavens \ 
Enjoy the various Riches Nature yields ; 
Far nobler ; give the Riches they enjoy ; 
Give Tafte to Fruits ; and Harmony to Groves ; 
Their radiant Beams to Gold, and Gold's bright Sire ; 
Take in, at once, the Landfchape of the World, 
At a fmall Inlet, which a Grain might clofe. 
And half create the wondVous World they fee. 
Our SenfeSj and our Rsafon^ are divine. 
But for the magic Organ's powerful Charm, 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd Chaos ftill. 
ObjeSs are but th' Occafion 5 ours th* Exploit ; 
Ours is the Cloth, the Pencil, and the Paint, 
Which Nature's admirable Piftures draws % 
And beautifies Creation's ample Dome. 
hktMlton^sEve^ when gazing on the Lake, 
Man makes the matchlefs Image, Man admires. 
Say then. Shall Man, his Thoughts all f^nt abroad, 
Superior Wonders in Himfelf forgot. 
His Admiration wafte on Objedts round. 
When Heav'n makes him the Soul of all he fees ? 
Abfurd I not rare ! fo Great, fo Mean, is Man. 

What Wealth in Senfes fuch as thefe ? What Wealth 
Infancy J fir'd to form, a fairer Scene 
Than Senfe furveys ! In Menfrf% firm Record, 
"Whfch, ihould it perilh, could this World recall 
From the dark Shadows of o'erwhclming Years ! 

L In 
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Ia Colours freih, originally bright 
l^referve its Portrait, and report its Fate ! 
"What Wealth in IntelleSi^ that ibv*reign Pow'r J 
Which SenfSy and Fancy fummons to the Bar ; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends \ 
And from the Mafs thofe Underlings import. 
From their Materials lifted, and refin'd. 
And in TrtttVs Balance accurately wcigh'd. 
Forms Art^ and Science y Government y and Lawj 
The folid BafiSj and the beauteous Frame, 
The Vitals, and the Grace of Civil Life ! 
And Manners (fad Exception !) fet afide. 
Strikes out, with Maftcr-hand, a Copy fair 
Of His^ Idea, whofc indulgent Thought 
Xx>ng, long, ere Chao$ tecm*d, planned human Bli£. 

What Wealth in Souls that foar, dive, range around, 
Difdaining Limit, or from Place, or Time j 
And hear at once, in Thought cxtenfive, hear 
Th' Almighty F/V?/,. and the Trumpets Sound ! 
Bold, on Creation's Outfide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and more than e'er Ihall be ; 
Commanding, with Omnipotence of Thought, 
Creations new in Fancy's Field to rife ! 
Souls, that can grafp whatever th* Almighty made. 
And wander wild, through Things impofliblc ! 
What Wealthy in Faculties of endlefs Growth,, 

Jn qucnchlefs Pajfions violent to crave,. 

In 
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th Liberty to chufe^ in Pvw'r to reach^ 
And in Duration (how thy Riches rife !) 
Duration to perpetuate—— boundlefs Blifs I 

Afk you, what Pow'r refides in feeble Man 
That Blifs to gain ? Is Virtu^s^ then, unknown? 
Virtue, our prefent Peace, our future Prize. 
Man's unprecarious, natural Eftate^ 
impioveable at Will, in Virtue, lies j 
Its Tenure fure \ its Income is divine^ 

High-built Abundance^ Heap on Heap ! Ibr wliit ^ 
To breed new Wants, and beggar us the morej 
Then^ niake a richer Scramble for the Throng ? 
Soon as this feeble Pulfe^ which kaps fo long . 
Almoft by Miricle^ is tir*d with Play, 
Like Rubbifh from difploding Engines thrown. 
Our Magazines of hbarded Trifles fly ; 
Fly diverfe ; fly to Foreigners, to Foes \ 
New Mafters court, and call the former Fdol 
(How juftly !) for Dependence on their Stay. 
Wide fcattcr, firft^ our Play-things, then, our Difti 

f)tjft cburt Abundance for the fake cf Peace i 
Leam^ and lament^ thy felf^efeated Scheme i 
Riches enable to be richer flill ; 
And, Richer ftilly what Mortal cart rtfifl ? 
Thus Wealth (a cruel Tafk-m^er !) injoins 
New Toils, fuccecding Toils, an endlefs Train ! 

L 2 And 
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And murders Peace, which taught it firft to fliine. 
The Poor ire half as wretched as the Rich j 
Whofc proud and painful Privilege it is, 
At once, to bear a double Load of Woe ; 
To feel the Stings of Eiwy^ and of Want^ 
Outrageous Want ! both InSies cannot cure- 

A Competence is vital to Content. 
Much Wealth is Corpulence, if not Dlfeafe; 
Sick, or incumbered, is our Happinefs. 
A Competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where Heav*n can give no more ? 
More, like a Flafli of Water from a Lock, 
Quickens our Spirit's Movement for an Hour-, 
But foon its I'orce is fpent, nor rife our Joys 
Above our native Temper's common Stream. 
Hence Difappointment lurks in ev*ry Prize, 
As Bees in FiowVs ; and ftings us with Succefs* 

The rich Man, who denies it, proudly feigns ; 
Nor knows the Wife are privy to the Lye. 
Much Learning fliews how. little Mortals know 5 
Much Wealth, how little Worldlings can enjc^ ; 
At beft, it babies us with endlefs Toys, 
And keeps us Children till we drop to Duft. 
As Monkies at a Mirror ftand amaz'd. 
They fail to find what they fo plainly fee ; 
Thus Men, in Ihining Riches, fee the Face 
Of Happinefs, nor know it is a Shade ; 



But 
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But gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep agwij^ 
And wifh, and wonder it is abfent ftill. 

How Few can refcue Opulence from Want I 
Who lives to Nature^ rarely can be poor •, 
Who lives to Fancy^ never can be rich- 
Poor is the Man in Debt ; the Man of Gold, 
In Debt to Fortune^ trembles at her PowV. 
The Man of Reafcn fmil^s at Her and Ppath, 
what a Patrin^^ony tliis ! A Being 
Of fuch inherent Strength and Majefty, 
Not Worlds poffeft can raife it -, Worlds deftrpy'd 
Can't injure -, which holds on its glorious Courfe, 
When thine, O Nature ! ends j too bleft to mourn 
Creation's Obfequies. What Treafure, fbi^! 
Tht Monarch is a Beggar to thp Maij, 

Inmorta}! Agespaft, yet nothing gone ! 
Mom without Eve ! A Race without a Goal ! 
Unfhorten'd by Progreffion infinite ! 
Futurity for ever future ! Life 
Beginning ftill, where Cpmputation ei>ds ! 
*Tis the Defcription of a Deity ! 
'Tis the Defcription of the meaneft Slave ; 
The meaneft Slave dares then Lorenzo fcorn ? 
The meaneft Slave thy fovVeign Glory Iharcs. 
Proud Yputh ! faftidious of the lower Wprld ! 
Man's lawful Pride includes Humility ; 
Stoops to the Loweft j is too great to fii^d 

L3 Inferiors* 
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Inferiors; all imqdortal ! Brothers all! 
proprietors etmu^ of thy Love. 

Jmmortal! Wljat can ftrikc the S'rw/ir'fo ftrong. 
As this the Soul ? It thunders to the Thought ; 
Keafonzxnz2jcsi Gratifude o^cvfrhcimsi 
No more we flumber on the Brink of Fate •, 
Rous'd at the Sound, th* exulting Soul afcends. 
And breathes her native Air ; an Air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal Fires ; 
Quick-kindles all that is divine within us ; 
Nor leaves one loitering Thought beneath the Statis, 

Has not Lorenzo^s Bofom caught the Flame ? 
Immortal! Was but ^w Immortal, how 
Would Qtljers envy ! How would Thrones adore ! 
Becaufe 'tis commpn, is the Bleffing loft ? 
How this pes up the bounteous Hand of Heaven ! 
P vain, vain, vain ! all ejfe : Eternity^ 
A glorious, ancifa needful Refuge ibat^ 
From vile Imprifpnment in abjed Views. 
*Tis Immortality J 'tis That alone. 
Amid Life's Pains^ AhafemeniSy Emptinefs^ 
The Squl can comfort^ elevate^ dudJlH, 
That only, and That amply, this performs 5 
J^ifts us above Life's Pains, her Joys above ^ 
Their Terror tbofe^ and tbefe their I^uftrc lofe i^ 
Eternity depending covers all j * 
Eternity depending all atchieves j 



Set; 
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Sets Earth at Diilance ; cafts her into Shades -, " 
Blends her Diftinf^ions ; abrogates her Powers ; 
The Low, the Lofty, Joyous, and Severe, 
Fortune's dread Frowns, and fafcinating Smiles, 
Make one promifcuoUs and neglefted Heap, 
The Man beneath ; if I may call him Man, 
Whom Immortalitfs full Force infp'u-es. 
Nothing terr^ftrial touches his high Thought ; 
Suns fhine unfeen, and Thunders roll unheard. 
By Minds quite confcious of their high Dcfcent, 
Their prefent Province, and their future Prize ; 
Divinely darting upward evVy Wilh, 
Warm on the*Wing, in glorious Abfence loft. 

Doubt you this Truth ? Why labours your Belief? 
If Earth's whole Orb by fome due-diftanc'd Eye 
Was fcen at once, her towVing yllps would fink. 
And leverd Atlas leave an even Sphere, 
Thus Earthy and all that earthly Minds admire, 
Is fwallow*d in Eternitf^ vaft Round. 
To that ftupendous View, when Souls awake. 
So large of late, fo mountainous to Man, 

Time'% Toys fubfide ; and equal All below. 

( 

Enthufiaftic, This ? Then all are weak, 
But rank Enthufiafts : To this godlike Height 
^me Souls have foar'd j or Martyrs ne*er had bled. 
And all may do, what has by Man been done. 
Who,' beiaten by thefe fublunary Storms, 

L4 Boundlefs, 
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Bounfdlds, interminable Joys can weigh, 

Unraptur'd, unexaited, uninflamM ? 

What Slave unblcft, who from To-morrow's Dawn 

Expeds an Empire ? He forgets his Chain, 

And, throng*d in Thought, his abfcnt Sceptre wavei. 

And what a Sceptre waits us ! what a Throne ! 
Her own immenfe Appointments to compute. 
Or comprehend her hi^ Prerogatives, 
In this her dark Minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, the human Soul divine ? 
Too great the Bounty feems for earthly Joy : 
What Heart but trembles at fo ftrange a Blifs ? 

In fpite of all the Truths the Mufe has fung. 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough ! enpugh revolved ! 
Are there, who wra|) the World fo clofe about them, 
They fee no farther than the Clouds j and dance 
On heedlcfs Vanity's phantaftic Toe, 
Till, Humbling at a Straw, in their Career, 
Headlong they plun^, where end both Dance and Song? 
Are there, Lorenzo ? Is it poffible ? 
Arc there on Earth (let me not call them Men) 
Who lodge a Soul immortal in their Breafts ^ 
Unconfcious as the Mountain of its Ore j 
Or Rock, of its ineftimable Gem ? 
When Rocks Ihalt melt, and Mountains vanifii, Tbefi 
Shall know their Trcafure j Treafure, then, no more. 

Are 
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Are there (ftill more amazing!) who refill 
The rifmg Thought ? Who fmothcr, in its Birth, 
The glorious Truth ? Who ftruggle to be Brutes f 
Who thro* this Bofom-barrier burft their Way ? 
And, with reverft Ambition, ftrivc to fink ? 
Who labour downwards thro* th* oppofing Pow'rs 
Of Inftinft) Reafon, and the World againft them. 
To difmal Hopes, and Ihelter in the Shock 
Of cndlefs Night ? Night darker than the Grave's ? 
Who fight the Proofs of Immortality ? 
Widi horrid Zeal, and execrable Arts, 
Work all their Engines, level their black Fires^ 
To blot from Man this Attribute divine, 
(Than vital Blood far dearer to the Wife) 
Blafphemers, and rank Athcifts to Themfelves I 

To contradift them fee all Nature rife ! 
What Objeft, what Event, the Moon beneath. 
But argues, or endears, an After-Tcene ? 
To Bxafon proves, or weds it to Defire ? 
All things proclaim it needful ; fome advance 
One precious Step beyond, and prove xtfure.^ 
A thoufand Arguments fwarm round my Pen, 
^xom Heav% znd Earthy znd Man. Indulge a few. 
By Nature, as her common Habit, worn ; 
3o prefling Providence a Truth to teach. 
Which Truth untaught, all other Truths were vain. 

Thou! 
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Thou ! whofe all-providential Eye furveys, 
Whofe Hand directs, whofe Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds Empire far beyond I 
Eternity's Inhabitant auguft ! 
Of two Eternities amasdng Lord ! 
One paft, ere Man's, or Angel's, had begun; 
Aid ! while I rcfcuc from the Foe's Aflault 
Tby glorious Immortality in Man : 
A Theme for ever, and for all, of Weight, 
Of Momfent infinite ! but relilht moft 
By thofe, who love Thee moft, who moft adore. 

Nature^y thy Daughter, ever-changing Birth 
Of Thee the Great Immutable^ to Man 
Speaks Wifdom j is his Oracle fupremc; 
And he who moft confults her, is moft Wife. 
Lorenzo, to this heav*nly Delpbos hafte ; 
And come back All- immortal ; All-divine : 
Look Nature through, W$ Revolution AH i 
All Change, no Death. Day follows Night ; and Night 
The dying Day •, Stars rife, and fet, and rife 5 
Earth takes th' Example. See, the Summer gay, 
With her green Chaplet, and ambirofial Flowers, 
Droops into pallid AiUumn : TVinter grey 
Horrid with Froft, and turbulent with Storm, 
Blows Autumn^ and his golden Fruits away : 
Then melts into the Sprit^ : Soft Springy with Breath 
Favcniany from warm Chambers of the South, 

Recalls the Firji. All, to reflourilh, fades. 

• As 
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As in a Wheel, All finks, to reafcend. 
Efnblems of Man, who pailes, not expires. 

With this minute Diftinftion, Emblems juft. 
Nature revolves, but Man advances % both 
Eternal, /i^i/ a Circle, tbiszlAnt. 
f^tf/ gravitates, this {ozxs. Th' afpiring Soul 
Ardent, and tremulous, like Flame, afcends ^ 
Zeal^ and Humility^ her Wings to Heaven. 
The World of Matter, with its various Forms, 
All dies into new Life. Life bom from Death 
Rolls the vaft Mafs, and fhall for ever, roll. 
No fingle Atom, once in Being, loft. 
With Change of Couniel charges the moft High« 

What hence infers Lorenzo i Can it be ? 
Mater immortal ? And fhall SpirU die i 
Above the nobler, Ihall lels noble rife ? 
Shjdl Man ^one, for whom all elfe revives. 
No Rcfurreftion know ? Shall Man alone, * 

Imperial Man ! be fown in barren Ground, 
Lcfs priAnleg*d than Grain, on which he feeds f 
Is Man, in whom alone is Pow'r to pri^e 
The Blifs of Being, or with previous Pain 
Deplore it^ Period, by the Spleen of Fate, 
Merely dpom'd Beatbh fingle Unredcsem'd ? 



H" Nature's Revduticn fpeaks aloud, 
In her Gradation^ hear her louder ftilL 
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Look Nature thro', 'tis neat Graiati<m all. 

By what minute Degrees her Scale afcends ! 

Each middle Nature join'd at each Extreme, 

To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 

Parts, into Parts reciprocally Ihot, 

Abhor Divorce : What Love of Union reigns f 

Here, dormant Matter waits a Call to Life ; 

Half-life, half-death, join There ; Here, Life and Scnfc> 

There, Senfe from Reafon fteals a glimm'ring Ray; 

Heafon Ihines out in Man. But how preferv'd 

The Chain unbroken upward, to the Realms 

Of incorporeal Life ? thofe Realms of Blifs, 

Where Death hath no Dominion ? Grant a Make 

Half- mortal, half-immortal ; earthy. Tart ; 

And Part, ethereal % grant the Soul of Man 

Eternal ; or in Man the Series ends. 

Wide yawns the Gap ; Connexion is ho more ; 

Checkt Reafon halts j her next Step wants Support \ 

Striving to climb, fhe tumbles from her Scheme j 

A Scheme, Analogy prpnounc'd iq tnie^ 

Analogy^ RIan*s fureft Guide below, 

' Thus far, all Nature c^ls on thy Belief, 
And will pDRENzo, c^elefs of the Call, - 
Falfe Attfeftafipn on all Nature chaise. 
Rather than violate his League with Death ? 
Renounce his Reafon, rather than renounce 
The Duft belov*d, and run the Rifque of Heaven ? 
O what Indignity to dejtWcfs Spuls ( 

What 
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"What Treafon to the Majefty of Man ! 
Of Man immortal ! Hear the lofty Style : 
** If fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 
" Let Earth diffolve, yon portd'rous Orbs defccnd, 
« And grind us into Duft : The Soul is fafe ; 
*' The Man emerges ; mounts above the Wreck, 
*' As towering Flame from Nature^ % fun'ral Pyre ;, 
** O'er Devaftation, as a Gainer, fmiles ; 
** His Charter, his inviolable Rights, 
** Well-pleas'd to learn from Thunder's Impotence, 
^ Death's pointlefs Darts, and Hell's defeated Storms.** 

But thefe Chimaeras touch not thee, Lorbnzo ! 
The Glories of the World, thy fev'nfold Shield- 
Other Ambition than of Crowns in Air, 
And luperlunary Felicities, 
Thy Bofom warm. I'll cool it, if I can ; 
And turn thofe Glories that inchant, againft thee. 
What ties thee to this Life, proclaims the next^ 
If wife, the Caufc that wounds thee is thy Cure. 

Come, my Ambitious I let us mount together 
(To mount Lorenzo never can refufe) ; 
And from the Clouds, where Pride .dfcUghts to dwell, 
Look down on Earth.— What feeft thou ? Wond'rous 
Terreftrial Wonders, that eclipfe the Skies. [Things ! 
What Lengths of labour'd Lands ! What loaded Seas, 
Loaded by Man, for Pleafure, Wealth, or War : 
Seas, Winds, and Planets, into Service brought. 

His 
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His Art acknowledge, and promote his Ends, 
Nor can th' eternal Rocks his Will withftand ; 
"What leveird Mountains ! And what lifted Vales ! 
O'er Vales, and Mountains, fumptuous Cities fwell^ 
And gild our Landichape with their gUtt'ring Spires* 
Some *mid the wondering Waves m^eftic rife 5 
And Neptune holds a Mirror to their Charms. 
Far greater ilill ! (what cannot mortal Might ?) 
See, wid<i Dominions raviflit from the Deep ! 
The narrow*d Deep with Indignation foams. 
Or Southward turn; to Delicate^ md Grande 
The finer Arts there ripen in the Sun. 
How the tall Temples, as to meet their Gods, 
Afcend the Skies ! the proud triumphal Arch 
Shews us half rieav^n beneath its ample Bend, 
High thro' mid Air, here^ Streams are taught to flow j 
Whole Rivers, there^ laid by in Bafon$, fleep. 
Here^ Plains turn Oceans ; tbere^ vaft Oceans join 
Thro' Kingdoms channeled deep from Shore to Shore} 
And chang'd Creation takes its Face from Man. 
Beats thy brave Breaft for formidable Scenes, 
Where Fame and Empire wait upon the Sword? 
See Fields in Bkx>d ; hear naval Thunders rife ; 
Britannia's Vcnce ! that awes the World to Peacei 
How yon enormous Mole prcge£ting breaks 
The mid'fea, iiirious Wave* f Their Roar amidft, 
Out-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, '* O Main ! 
•• Thus far^ nor farther : New Refb:aint3 obey;" 
Eartlfs difcmbbwe?d ! m6afur*d are the Skies ! 

Stafs 
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Stars arc dctedcd in their deep Rccefs ! 
Creation widens ! vanquifh'd Nature yields ! 
Her Secrets are extorted ! Art prevails ! 
What Monument of penius. Spirit, PoVr ! 

And now, Lorenzo ! raptur'd at this Scene, 
Whofe Glories render Heaven fuperfluous ! fay, 
Whofe Footfteps Thefe ? — Immortals have been Here« 
Could lefs than Souls immortal This have done ? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with Proofs of Souls immortal 5 
AndProofe of Immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand Foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are AmbitiotCs Works : And thefe are Great 2 
But tbisj the leafl: immortal Souls could can do ; 
Tranfcend them all. — But What can thefe tranfcend ? 
Dofl: a(k me. What ? —One Sigh for the Dijireji. 
What then for Infidels? A deeper Sigh. 
Tis moxiXGrandeur makes the mighty Man : 
How Uttle they, who think aught Great below ? 
All our Ambitions Death defeats, but One ; 
And that it crowns.-?— Here ceafe we : But, ere long^ 
More powVfiil Proof (hall take the Field againft thee^ 
Stronger than Death, and fmiling at the Tomb^ 



NIGHT 
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PREFACE. 



yfS we are at War witb the Power ^ it were well if 
jTw we were at War with the Manners^ of France. 
■^•^ A Land of Levity, is a Land of Guilt. A Se- 
rious Mind is the native Soil of every Virtue •, and 
the Jingle CharaSer that does true Honour to Mankind. The 
SoulV Immortality has been the favourite Theme with the 
Serious of all Ages. Nor is itjirange \ it is a SubjeSl by 
far the moji Inter ejling^ and Important j that can enter the 
Mnd of Alan. Of higheft Moment this SubjeSl always 
was, and always will be. Tet this its higheft Moment 
ferns to admit of Increafc, at this Day ; a Sort of occa- 
fional Importance is fuperadded to the natural Weight of 
it ; // that Opinion which is advanced in the Preface to the 
preceding Night, be Juft. It is there fuppofedy that all 
our Infidels, whatever Scheme^ for Arguments Sake, ard 
to keep themfelves in Countenance j they patronize^, are be- 
trtrfd into their deplorable Error ^ by fome Doubt of their 
Immortality, at the bottom. And the more I confider 
this Pointy the more am I perfuaded of the Truth of that 
Opinion. Tho^ the Diflruft of a Futurity is aftrange Er^ 
ror ; yet is it an Error into which Bad Men may naturally 
be dijlrejfed. For it is impojftble to bid Defiance to final 
Ruin^ without fome Refuge in Imagination^ fome Prefump- 
tionof Efcape, And what Prefumption is there? There 
are but Two in Nature-^ but Two^ within the Cotripafs of 
Human Thought. • And thefe are^ — That either GOD will 
not^ or can not pinifh. Confidering the Divine Attributes ^ 
the Yvt^is too grofs tobe digefted byourftrongeft Wi(hes. 
M 2 And 
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And Jince Omnipotence is as much a Divine Attribute as 
Holinefs, that GOD cannot punijb^ is as ah fieri a Suf- 
pefition as the Former. GOD certainly can funijh^ as long 
as the wicked Man exijis. . In Non-exiftencej therefore^ is 
their only Refuge ; and, confiquently, Non-exiftence is their 
firongffi Wijh. Andftrovg WtJJjes have aftrange htfium^ 
on our Opinions ; they bias the Judgment in a manner^ al- 
tnofij incredible. And Jince on this Member of their Al- 
ternative, there are fome very fmall Appearances in their 
Favour^ and none at all on the other, they catch at this 
Reed^ they lay hold on this Chimera^ to fave themfelvu 
from the Shocks an4 Horror^ of (in immediate, and abfo- 
lute, Defpair. 

On reviewing my Suhje£l^ by the Light which this Argu^ 
mentj and others of like Tendency^ threw upon it^ I was 
more inclin^d^ than ever ^ topurfueity as it appeared to me 
toftrike direSly at the main Root of all oftr Infidelity, In 
the following Pages^ it is, accordingly purfued at large\ 
arui fome Arguments for Immortality^ n^ (afleaff^ to me)y 
are ventured on in them. There alfo the U^riter has made 
an Attempt to fet the grofi Abfurdities (ind Horrors of An- 
pihilation in a fuller and more affeSling Vie^^ than is {I 
tkink) to be m^t with elfewherf^ 

The G^ntlemen^ for whofe Sake this Attempt "i^as chiefy 
made J prof efs great Admiration for the Wtfdom of Heathen 
Antiquity: fVhat PityUis^ they are notftncerel If they 
werejincercy hpw would it mortify them to conftdcr^ with 
what Contempt y and Abhorrence^ their Notions would have 
ffeen receive^^ hy Thofe whom fhn fo mfich admire ? What 
Degree of Contempt^ and Abhorrencey woul4 fall to their 
Sharcy may be conjjeSured by the following Matter of Fa3 
(in my Opinion)^ extremely memorable. Of i^ll their Hea^ 
then Worthies^ Socrates ^tis well known) was the mojf 
Quar^edj Difpafficnate^ and Compofed: T(t tl^s great 
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Mi/ier of temper was angry : and angry at his Loft Hcur.% 
and angry with his Friend -y and angry for what defen/d 
Acknowledgment s angry ^ for a right and tender Injlance 
of true Friend/hip towards Him. Is not this furprifmg F 
iVhat could be the Caufe ? The Caufe was for his Honour 5 
it was a truly noble^ tho^^ perhaps^ a too punitiliousi Re- 
gard for Immoitality : For his Friend ajking Him^ with 
fuch an affectionate Concern as became a Friend^ " Where 
" Hefhould depojit his Remains?^* it was refented by So- 
crates, as implying a difhonourable Suppojition^ that Hi. 
could be fo mean^ as to have Regard for any things even in 
Uimfelf^ that was not Immortal, 

This FaSt well conjidefd^ would make our tnfidets witb^ 
draw their Admiration from Socrates.-, or make them endea- 
vour y by their Imitation of this illuftrious Example^ to fhare 
his Glory : And^ confe^uently^ It would incline them to 
perufe the following Pages with Candor and Impartiality : 
fFhich is all I dejire i and that^ for their Sakes : For I am 
perfuadedj that an unprejudiced Infidel mujl^ neceffarifyj re-- 
ceivefome advantageous Imprefftons from them. 

July 7. 1744. 
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CONTENTS. 

/N the Sixth Night Arguments were drawn from Na- 
ture, in Proof of Immortality : Here^ others are 
drawn from Man: From bis Difcontent, p. 184; 
from bis Pafllons and Powers, 1 86 ; from the gra- 
dual Growth of Reafon, ibid. ; from bis Fear of Death, 
187 ; from the Nature of Hope, 188 ; and of Virtue, 
188, &c. from Knowlege^.tf^^Lovc, as being the mcfi 
ejfential Properties of the Soul^ 193 > fr^^ ihe Order of 
Creation^ 194 ; from the Nature of Ambition, 196, &c. 
Avarice, 200; Plcafure, 201. J DigreJ/ion on tbi Gran- 
deur of the Paffions, 202. Immortality alone renders 
our prefent State intelligible. 203. An ObjeHion from 
the Stoics Difbelief of Immortality^ anfweredy 204, 205, 
&c. Endlefs ^eftions unrefolvablej but on Suppofitim 
of' our Immortality, 206, &c. The naturaly moft me- 
lanchcl}\ a7:d pathetic Complaint of a Worthy Man under 
the Perfuafion of no Futurity, 207, &c. The grofs 3- 
furdities and Horrors of Annihilation izr^'i home on Lo- 
renzo, 213, &c. The Soul's vaft Importance, 220, 
&c. from whence it arifes, 223, &c. The Difficulty of 
being an Infidel^ 226. The Infamy, ibid. TbeCdXjk^ 
227, and the C\\2iVZiE^try 228, of an Infidel-State. What 
True Free thinking isy 229, &c. STA^ neceflary P^»^- 
ment of the Falkj 231, 232. Man*s Ruin is frofH 
Himfelf, ibid. An Infidel accufes himfelf of Guilt, and 
Hypocrify; and that of the worjl Sort, 232^ 233. His 
Obligation to Chriftians, 233. What Danger He incurs 
by Virtue, 234. Vice recommended to Him, ibid. His 
high Pretences to Virtue, and Benevolence, exploded^ 
235- the Conclujion^ on the Nature of Faith, 235, 236; 
Reafon, 236, 237 j and Hope, 237 i with an j'^pohgj 
for this Attempt^ 238* 
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HEAVN gives the needful, but neglefted t;all. 
What Day, what Hour, but knocks at human 
Hearts, 
To wake the Soul to Senfe rf future Scenes ? 
Deaths ftand, like Msrcurys^ in cv*ry Way j 
And kindly point us to our Journey's End. 
Pope, who cpuldft make Immortals ! art thou dead ? 
I give thee Joy : Nor will I take my Leave ; 
So foon to follow. Man but dives to Death y 
Dives from the Sun, in fairer Day to rife % 
The Grave, his fubterrancan Road to Bliis^ 
Yes, infinite Indulgence planned it io ; 

M 4 Thro* 
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Thro' various Parts our glorious Story runs ^ 
^ime gives the Preface, endlefs Age unrolk 
The Volume (ne'er unroll'd 1) of human Fate 

^bis^ Earth and Skies ♦ aheady have proclaun*d. 
The World's a Prophecy of Worlds to come •, 
And who, what God foretells (who fpeaks in Things^ 
Still louder than in Words) fliall dare deny ? 
If Natures Arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new Leaf, and ftronger read in Man. 
If Man fleeps on, untaught by what htfees^ 
Can he prove Infidel to what he feels? 
He, whofe blind Thought Futurity denies, 
Unconfcious bears, Bellerophon ! like thee. 
His own Indidtment ; he condemns himfelf j 
Who reads his Bofom, reads immortal Life j 
Or, Nature^ there, impofing on her Sons, 
Has written Fables j Man was made a Lye. 

Why Difcontent for ever harboured there ? 
Incurable Confumption of our Peace ! 
Refolve me, why, the Cottager^ and Kingj 
He whom Sea-fever'd Realms obey, and he 
Who fteals his whole Dominion from the Wafto, 
Repelling Winter Blafts with Mud and Straw, 
Difquieted alike, draw Sigh for Sigh, 
In Fate fo diftant, in Complaint fo near ? 



fs 
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Is it, that Things ^erreftrial can't content ? 
Deep in rich Failure, will thy Flocks complain ? 
Notfo; but to their Mafter is deny *d 
To fliare their fweet Serene. Man, ill at Eafe, 
In this, not bis own Place, this foreign Field, 
Where Nature fodders him with other Food, 
Than was ordain'd his Cravings to fuffice. 
Poor in Abundance, famifti'd at a Feaft, 
Sighs on for fomething w^r^, when mofi enjoyed. 
Is Heav'n then kinder to thy Flocks, than Thee ? 
Not fo i thy Pafture richer, but remote ; 
In part, remote; for that remoter Part . 
Man bleats from InftinSf^ tho', perhaps, debauch'd 
BySenfej his Reafon fleeps, nor dreams the Caufe. 
The Caufe how obvious, when his Reafon wakes ! 
His Grief is but his Grandeur in Difguife \ 
And Difcontent is Immortality. 

Shall Sons of -Ether, fhall the Blood of Heaven, 
Set up their Hopes on Earth, and ftable here^ 
With brutal Acquiefcence in the Mire ? 
Lorenzo ! no ; they fhall be nobly painM 5 
The glorious Foreigners^ diftreft, fhall figh 
On Thrones ; and- Thou congratulate the Sigh : 
Man's Mifery declares him born for Blifs ; 
His anxious Heart aflerts the Truth I fing. 
And ^ves the Sceptic in his Head the Lye; 

Our 
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Our Heads^ our Hearts^ our Pajwns^ and our Powerst 
Speak the fame Language^ call us to the Skies ; 
Unripen*d Tbefe in this inclcoicnt Clime, 
Scarce rife above Conjefhire, and Miftake ; 
And for this Land of Trifles Tbofe too ftropg 
Tumultuous riie, and tempeft human Life) 
What Prize on Earth can pay us for the Storm ? 
Meet Objefts for our Paffiens Heav*n ordain'd. 
Objects thdt challenge all their Fire, and leave 
No Fault, but in Defcd: : Blcft Hcav'n ! avert 
A bounded Ardor for unbounded Blifs ^ 
O for a Blifs unbounded! Far beneath 
A Soul immortal, is a mortal Joy. 
Nor are our Pcw*rs to perilh immature ; 
But, after feeble Eflfort bere^ beneath 
A brighter Sun, and in a nobler Soil, 
Tranfplanted from this fublunary Bed, 
Shall flourifli fair, and put forth all their Bloom. 

Reafon progrelTive, In/Hn£l is complete i 
Smftlnftinff leaps j flow Reafon feebly climbs. 
Brutes foon their Zenith reach ^ their little AU 
Flows in at once ; in Ages they no more 
Could know, or do, 6r covet, or enjoy* 
Were Man to live co-eval with the Sun, 
The Patriarch^Pupil would be learning ftill > 
Xet, dying, leave his Leflbn half-unlearnt. 



Men 
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Men perilh in Advance, as if the Sun 

Should fet ere Noon, in Eafttm Oceans drown'd ; 

If fit, with Dim^ Bluftrious to compare. 

The Sun*s Msridian with the Soul of Man. 

To Man, why, Stepdame iVkf/jrr^ / fofevere? . 

Why thrown afidc thy Maftcr-piece half-wrought. 

While meaner Efforts thy laft Hand enjoy ? 

Or, if abortively poor Man muft die. 

Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in Bread? 

Why curft with Forefight ? Wife to Mifery ? 

Why of hfe bold Prerogative the Prey ? 

Why lefs pre-emilient in Rank, than Pain ? 

His Immortality alone can tell ; 

Full ample Fund to balance all amifs. 

And turn the Scale inFavour of the Juft ! 

His Iffmortality alone can folve 
That darkeft of jEnigmaSj human Hopey 
Of all the darkeft, if at Death we die. 
Hope^ ej^r Hope, th'Aiaffin of our Joy, 
All ^(f/^/ Bleffings treading under-foot. 
Is fcarce a milder Tyrant than Defpair. 
With notpaft Tolls content, ftill planting new, 
Hope turns us o*er to Death alone for Eafe. 
Poffeffion, why, more taftelefs than P«r/«// ? 
Why is a Wifh far dearer than a Crown ? ' 
That Wifh accomplilh'd, why, the Grave of Blifs ? • 
Becaufe, in the gr^at Future bury'd deep. 
Beyond ourPlans of 'Empire, and^lenown, 

i ' Lic5 
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Lies aU that Man with Ardor fhould purfue ; 
And He who made him, bent him to the Right. 

Man's Heart th* Almighty to the Fuiure fets. 
By iecret, and inviolable Springs ; 
And makes his Hope his fublunary Joy. 
Man^s Heart eats all Things, and is hungry ftill ; 
*' More, more !" the Glutton cries : For fomethingiVrte^ 
So ragps Appetite, if Man can't Mount, 
He will Defcend. He ftarres on the Poffeft. 
Hence, the World's Mafter, from Ambition's Spir^ 
In Q^ea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the Brute. 
In that rank Sty why wallow'd Empire's Son 
Supreme ? Becaufe he could no higher fly ; 
His Riot was Jmbition in Deipair. 

Old Rome confulted Birds ; Lorenzo ! thou 
With more Succefs, the Flight olHope furvey ; 
Of relllefs Hope, for ever on the Wing. 
High-perch'd o'er ev'ry Thought that Falcon fits, 
To fly at all that rifes in her Sight ; 
And, never {looping, but to mount again 
Next Moment, flie betrays her Aim's Miftake, 
And owns her Quarry lodg'd beyond the Grave. 

There fliould it fail us (It muft fail us there, 
If Being fails), more mournful Riddles rife. 
And Virtue vies wkh Hope in Myftery. 
Why Vhrtuii Whcr^ it» Praiic, its Being, fled ? 

Virtue 
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Virtue IS true Self-intereft purfuM : 
What true Self-intereft of quite-moxtaX Man ? 
To c!ofc with all that makes him Happy here. 
If Vice (as fometimes) is our Friend on Earth, 
Then Vice is Virtue i 'tis out fov^reign Good 
In Self-applaufe Is Virtue's golden Prize } 
No Self-applaufe attends it on thy Scheme : 
Whence Self-applaufe ?.From Confclence of the Right. 
And what is Rights but Means of Happinefs i 
No Means of Happinefs when Virtue yields \ 
That Bafis failing, falls tha Building too. 
And lays in Rwins ev*ry virtuous Joy. 

The rigid Gqardiaq of a blamclefs Heart, 
So long rever'd, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak j with rank Knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Wh)' beats thy Bofom with illuftrious Dreams 
Of Self-expofure, laudable, and great ? 
Of gallant Enterprize, and glorious Death ? 
Die for thy Country ? — :Thou Romantic Fool ! 
J^eize, feize the Plank thyfelf, and let her fink : 
Thy Country ! what to Thee ? — The God-bead ; what ? 
(I fpeak widi Awe !) tho* He fliould bid thee bleed ? 
If, with thy Blood, thy final Hope is fpilt. 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the Blow, 
Be dpaf > preferve thy Being ; difobey. 

Nor is it Difobedince : Know, Lorenzo ! 
Whatever tV Ai,miohty';s fubfpquent CQpiinand,' 

His 
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His firft Command is tbisj — " Man, love thyfelf/* 
In this alone. Free-agents are not free. 
Exiftencc is the Bafis, Blils the Prize v 
If Virtue cofts Exiftence, 'tis a Crime 5 
Bold Violation of our Law fupremey 
Black Suicide ; tho* Nations, which confult 
Their Gain, at thy Expence, refound Applaufc. 

Since Virtue's Rccompence is doubtful, Here^ 
If Man dies wholly, well may we demahd. 
Why is Man fuffer^d to be Good in vain ? 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man injoit^d? 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man betrayed f 
Betray'd by Traitors lodg'd in his own Breaft, 
By fweet Complacencies from Virtue felt ? 
Why whifpcrs Nature Lyes on Virtue's Part I 
Or if blind InftinU (which aflumes the Name 
Of facred Confcience) plays the Fool in Man, 
Why Reafon made Accomplice in the Cheat ? 
Why are the IVifeJi loudeft in her Praife ? 
Can Man by i?^^j^»'s Beam be led aftray ? 
Or, at his Peril, imitate bis God ? 
Since Virtue fometimes ruins us on Earth, 
Or Both arc true -, or, Man furvives the Grave. 

Or Man furvives the Grave, or own, Lorenzo> 
Thy Boaft fopreme, a wild Abfurdity, 
Dauntlefs thy Spirit ; Cowards arc- thy Scorn. 
Grant Man immortal^ and thy Scorn is juft. 

z The 
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The Man irtimortal, rationalfy brave. 

Dares rulh on Death — becaufe he cannot die. 

But if Man lofcs All, when Life is loft. 

He lives a Coward, or a Fool expires, 

A daring Infidel (and fuch there arc. 

From Pride, Example, Lucre, Rage, Revenge, 

Or pure heroiod Dcfeft of Thought), 

Of all Earth's Madmen, moft deferves a Chain. 

When to the Gravfe wc follow the Renown'd 
For Valour, Virtue, Science, all wc love. 
And aU We praife •, (or Worth, whofe Noon-tide BeaoH 
Enabling us to think in higher Stile, 
Mends our Itkas 6f Ethereal Powers ; 
Dream we, thfct Ltiftrc of the moral World 
Goes out in Stench, and Rottennefs the Clofe ? 
Why was ht wife to know^ and warm topraifip 
And ftrenuoQS to frimfcriiej in human Life, 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, that Fate, 
Juft ifhda the Lineaments began to fhine. 
And dawn tbt Deity, Ihould fnatch the Draught, 
With Nigjit eternal hlot it out, and give 
The Skies Alarm, left Jngels too might die ? 

If Human Souls, why not Angelic too 
Ettibigulfii'd ? and z foUtiiry God, 
0*er ghaftly Ruin, frowning from his Throne T 
ShgUwe^ iiU^ Moni66t> ^ze on God in Man? 

The 
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The next, lofe Man for ever in the Duft ? 

From Duil we difengage, or Man mijiakes ; 

And There, where leaft his Judgment fears a Flaw. 

Wifdom and Worthy how boldly he commends ! 

Wifdimy and fFortby are facred Names ; Rever'd, 

Where not Embraced; Applauded! Deify'd! 

Why not Cmpaffunfd too ? If Spirits die. 

Both are Calamities, inflidled both. 

To make us but more wretched : Wifdonf% Eye 

Acutev for what ? To fpy more Miferies ; 

And Worthy fo recompensed, new-points their Stings. 

Or Man furmounts the Grave, or Gain is Lofe, 

And Worth exalted bumbles m the more. 

Thou wilt not patronize a Scheme that makes 

Weaknefsy and Viciy the Refuge of Mankind. 

" Has Virtue, then,no Joys?" — Yes, Joys 4wr-^«^k 
Talk ne'er fo long, in this imperfeft State, 
Virtue, and Vice, are at eternal War ; 
Virtue's a Combat % and who fights for Nought ? 
Or for precarious, or for fmall Reward ? 
Who Virtue's Self-Reward fo loud rcfound. 
Would take Degrees jlngelic here below. 
And Virtue^ while they compliment, betray. 
By feeble Motives, and unfaithful Guards ; 
The Crown, th' unfading Crown, her Soul infpircs : 
*Tis That, and That alone, can countervail 
The Bodp Treacheries, and the ^(^r/i's Aflaults : 

P9 
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On Earth's poor Pay^ our famifli'd Virtue dies. 
, Truth inconteftabie ! In fpight of all 
A Bayle has Preached, or a V e Bcliev'd. 

In Man the more we divcj the more we fee 
HeavVs Signet ftamping an immortal Make* 
Dive to the Bottom of his Soul, the Bafe 
Suftaining all ; what find we ? Knowlege^ Love. 
As Light, and Heat, eflential to the Sun, 
l^hefe to the Soul. And why^ if Souls expire ? 
How little Lovely here? How little Known ? 
Small Knowlege we dig up with cndlcfs Toil \ 
And Love unfeign'd may purqhafe perfeft Hate. 
Why ftarv'd, on Earth, our Angel Appetites ; 
While Brutal are indulged their fiilfome Fill ? 
Were then Capacities divine conferred. 
As a Mock-Diadem, in favage Sport, 
Rank Infult of our pompous Poverty^ 
Which reaps but Pain, from feeming Claims fo fair ? 
In future Age lies no Redrefs ? And fhuts 
Eternity the Door on our Complaint f 
' if fo,' for what ftrange Ends were Mortals made ! 
The Worft to wallow^ and the Bcft to weep ; 
The Man who Merits moft, muft moft Complain ; 
Can we conceive a Difregard in Heaven, 
What the Worft perpetrate, or Bcft endure ? 

7bis cannot be; To Love^ and Kncw^ in Man 
Isboundlefs Appetite, and boundlefs Power j 

N • . And 
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And thde dcmonftrate boundlefs Obje6b too. 
Objeds, Pow'rs, Appetites, Heav'nfuits in All; 
Nor, Nature thro*, e'er violates this fwect, 
Eternal Concord, on her tuneful String. 
Is Man the Sole Exception from her Laws ? 
Eternity ftruck off from human Hope, 
(I fpeak with Truth, but Veneration too) 
Man is a Monfter, the Reproach of Heaven, 
A Stain, a dark impenetrable Cloud 
On Nature's beauteous Afped ; and deforms, 
(Amazing Blot !) deforms her with htr Lord. 
If fuch is Man's Allotment, what is Heaven? 
Or, own the Soul Immortal^ or Blafpheme. 

Or own the Soul immortal, or invert 
All Order. Go, mock-Majefly ! go, Man ! 
And bow to thy Superiors of the Stall ; 
Thro' ev'ry Scene of Senfe fuperior far ! 
They graze the Turf untill'd ; they drink the Stream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, ai>d un-embitter'd 
With Doubts, Fears, fruitlels Hopes, Regrets, Defpairs, 
Mankind's Peculiar ! Reafon's precious Dower! 
No foreign Clime They ranfack for their Robes ; . 
Nor Brothers cite to the litigious Bar : 
Their Good is Good intire, unmixt, unmarr'd j 
They find a Paradife in ev'ry Field, 
On Boughs forbidden where no Curfes hang : 
1 heir i7/, no more than ftrikes the Senfe ; unftretcht 
By previous Dread, or Murmur in the' Rear ; , 

When 
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When the worji comes, it comes unfear^d 5 one Strok? 
B^jbs, and ends, their Woe: They die but (?»^^ i 
Bleft, incommunicable Privilege ! for which 
Proud Man, who rules the Globe, and reads the Stars, 
Philofopher, or Hero, fighs in vain. 

Account for this Prerogative in Brutes. 
No Day, no Glimpfe of Day, to folye the Knot^ 
But what beams on it from Eternity. 
O fole and fweet Solution ! That unties 
The Difficult, and foftens the Severe \ 
The Cloud on Nature"^ beauteous Face dilpels 1 
Reftores bright Order ; cafts the Brute beneath 1 
And re-inthrones us in Supftoi^cy 
Of Joy, €v'n Here : Admit immortal Life, 
And Virtue is Knight-errantry no more ; 
Each Virtue brings in Hand a golden Dower, 
Far richer in Reverfion : Hope exults ; 
And tho* much Bitter in our Cup is thrown. 
Predominates, and gives the Tafte of Heaven* 
wherefore is the Deity fo kind ? 
Aftonilhing beyond Aftonifliment ! 
Heav'n our Reward — for He^v'n eqjoy'd below. 

Still unfubdu'd thy ftubborn Heart ? For there 
The Traitor lurks, who doubts the Truth I fing, 
Reafon is guiklefs 5 fViU alone rebels. 
What,* in that ftubborn Heart, if I fhould find 
New, unexpcdled Witnefles againft thee ? 

N 2 Ambition^ 

Digitized by CjOOQIC' 



196 Ti&i? C O M P L A I N T: ' Night VII. 

Ambition^ Pleafure^ and the Love of Gain ! 
Canft thou fufpeft, that Tbefcj which make the Soul 
The Slave of Earth, fhould own her Heir of Heav'n ? 
Canft thou fufpedl what makes us dijbelieve 
Our Immortality, fhould prove \tfure ? 

1 11 ft, then, Ambition fummon to the Bar. 
A'::bition's Sbame^ Extravagance^ Difguft^ 
/wid inextinguijbabk Nature^ fpeak. 
Each much depofes 5 hear them in their Turn. 

Thy Soul, how paffionately fond of Fame I 
How anxious, that fond Paffion to conceal ? 
We blufh, detefted in Dfelgns on Praife, 
Tho* for beft Deeds, and from the beft of Men j 
And why ? Becaufe Immortal. Art divine 
Has made the Body Tutor to the Soul ; 
Heav'n kindly gives our Blood a moral Flow, 
Bids it afcend the glowing Cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little Heart's inglorious Aim, 
Which ftoops to court a Charafter from Man ; 
While o'er us, in tremendous Judgment, fit 
Far more than Man, with endlefs Praife, and Blame. 

Ambition's boundlefs Appetite out-lpeaks 
The Verdift of its Shame. When Souls take Fire 
At high Pref'imptions of their own Defert, 
One Age is poor Applaufe-, the mighty Shout, 

The Thunder by the living Few begun, 

Late 
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Late Time mull echo ; Worlds unborn, refound. 

We wi(h our Names etema/ly to live : 

Wild Dream ! which ne'er had haunted human Thought* 

Had not our Natures been eternal too. 

InftinSl points out an Int'reft in Hereafter % 

But our blind Reafon fees not where it lies ; 

Or, feeing, gives the Subftance for the Shade. 

Fame is the Shade of Immortality, 
And in itfelf a Shadow. Soon as caught, 
Contemn*d ; itfhrinks to nothing in the Gralp. 
Confult th' Ambitious, 'tis Ambition's Cure. 
** And is This all ?" cry'd Cesar at his Height, 
Dijgujied. This Third Proof JVmbition brings 
Of Immortality. The firft in Fame, 
Obfervc him near, your Envy will abate : 
Sham'd at the Difproportion vaft, between 
The Paflion, and the Purchace, he will figh 
At fucb Succefs, and blufli at his Renown. 
And why ? Becaufe far richer Prize invites 
His Heart; far more illuftrious Glory cglls ; 
It calls in Whifpers, yet the De^ftft hear. 

And can Ambition a Fmrtb Proof fupply ? 
It can, and ftronger than the former Three ; 
Yet quite o'erlook*d by fome reputed Wife. 
The* Difappointments in Ambition pain^ 
And tho* Succefs difgujls^ yet ftill, Lorenzo ! 
In vain we flxive to pluck it from our Hearts j 

N 3 By 
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By Nature pUtated for the noblcft Ends. 

Abfurd the fam'd Advice to Pyrrhus giv'n, 

Morcprais'd thanponder'd ; fpecious, but unfound: 

Sooner that Hero's &word the World had qucird, 

Than Reafon^ his Ambition. Man mujl Ibar, 

An obftinate Aftivity within, 

An infuppreflive Spring, will toft him up 

In (pitc of Fortune*% Load. Not Kings alone. 

Each Villager has his Ambition too ; 

No Sultan prouder than his fctter'd Slave : 

Slaves build their little Bahyhms of Straw, 

Echo the proud Affyrian^ in their Hearts, 

And cry, — ** Behold the Wonders of my Might I** 

And why ? Becaufe immortal as their Lord \ 

And Souls immortal muft for ever heave 

At fomething Great ; the Glitter, or the Gold ; 

The Praife of Mortals^ or the Praife of Heaven, 

Nor abfolutely vain is Human Praife, 
When Human is fupported by Divine. 
rtl introduce Lorenzo to Himfelf, 
Pkafure and Pridi (bad Matters !) Ihare our Hearts, 
As Love of Pkafure is ordain'd to guard 
And feed our Bodies, and extend our Race ; 
The Love 0f Praife is planted to proteft 
And propagate the Glories of the Mind. 
What is it, but the Love of Praife, infpires. 
Matures, refines, embellifhcs, exalts, 
Jiarth's Happinefs ? From that^ the Delicate, 

ThQ 
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The Grand, the Marvellous, of Civil Life. 
Want and Convenience^ Under-workcrs, lay 
The Bails, on which Love of Glory builds. 

Npr is thy Life, O Firtue ! Icfs in Debt 

« 

To Praife, thy fecret-ftimulating Friend- 
Were Man not proud^ what Merit fhould we mifs I 
Pride made the Virtues of the Pagan World. 
Praife is the Salt that feafons Right to Man, 
And whets his Appetite for moral Good. 
Thirft of Applaufe is Virtue's Second Guard ; 
Reafon^ her Firft ; but Reafon wants an Aid •, 
Onr private Reafon is a Flatterer; 
Thirft of Applaufe calls public Judgment in. 
To poife our own, to keep an even Scale, 
And give endangered Virtue fairer Play. 
Here a Fifth Proof arifes, ftronger ftill: 
Why this fo nice Conftruftion of our Hearts ? 
Thefe delicate Moralities of Senje \ 
This conjlitutional Referve of Aid 
To fuccour Virtue, when our Reafon fails j 
If Virtue, kept alive by Care and Toil, 
And, oft, the Mark of Injuries on Earth, 
When laboured to Maturity <its Bill 
Of Difciplines, and Pains, unpaid) muft die ? 
Why freighted-rich, to dafti againft a Rock ? 
Were Man to perilh when moft fit tp live, 
O how mif-fpent were. all thefe Stratagems, 
By Skill Divine inwoven in our Frame ? 
Where are HeavVs Holinefs and Mercy fled ? 

N 4 Laughs 
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L^jghs Heaven, at once, at Virtue^ and at Man t 
If not, why 9T&tf/ difcourag'd, T'i^ dcftroy'd ? 

Thus far Jmbiticn. What fays Avarice ? 
This i>^ chief Maxifn, which has long been finne, 
" The Wife and Wealthy are the fame * — ^I grant it, 
To ftore up Treafure, with inceffant Toil, 
This is Man'3 Province, This his higheft Prsufe. 
To this great End keen InJiiTiH ftings him on. 
To guide that Inftinft, Reafon ! is thy Charge j 
*Tis Thine to tell us where true Treafure lies : 
But, Reafon failing to difcharge her Truft, 
Or to the Deaf difcharging it in vain, 
A Blunder follows 5 and blind Induftry^ 
Gaird by the Spur, but Stranger to the Courfc, 
(The Courfe where Stakes of more than Gold are won) 
O^erifloading, with the Cares of diftant Age, 
The jaded Spirits of the prefent Hour, 
provides for ^n Eternity b^low, 

« Thou fliall not covet,'^- is a wife Command \ 
But bounded to the Wealth the Sun furveys : 
Look farther, the Commend ftands quite reversal 
And jlv^rice is a Virtue mod divine. 
Is Faith, ?i Refuge for our Happinefs ? 
Moft fure ; And is it not for Reafon too ? 
Nothing this World unriddlds, but the next, , 
Whence inextinguilliable Thirft of Gain ? 
from inextinguifh^ble Life in Man ; 
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Man, if not meant, by Worth, to reach thcSkies^ 
Had wanted.Wing to fly fo far in GuilL 
Sour Grapes, I grant, Ambition^ Avarice: 
Yet ftill their Root is Immortality. 
Thefe it$ wild Growths fo bitter, and fo bale, 
(Pain, and Reproach !) Religion can reclaim, 
Refine, exalt, throw down their pois'nous Lee, 
And mal^ them fparkle in the Bowl of BUfs. 

See, the ^bird Witnefs laughs at Blifs remote^ 
And falfely promifes an Eden here : 
Truth Ihe fliall fpeak for once, tho' prone to lye, 
A common Cheat, and Pkafure is her Name. 
To Pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf; 
Then hear -her now, no^firji thy real Friend. 

Since Nature made us not more fond than proud 
Of Happinefs (whence Hypocrites in Joy ! 
Makers of Mirth ! Artificers of Smiles !) 
Why flbould the Joy moft poignant Senfe afibrds, 
Burn us with Blulhes, and rebuke our Pride ? — 
Thofc Heav'n-born Blulhes tejl us Man defcends^ 
Ev'nin the Zenith pf his earthly Blifs : 
Should Reafon take her Infidel Repofe, 
This honeft InJiinSl fpeaks oyr Lineage high 5 
This Inftina calls on Darknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous Relation to the Stalls. 
Our Glory covers i^s with noble Shame^ 

And 
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And he that's unconfounded, is unmamid. 
The Man that Blufhes, is not quite a Brute. 
Thus far with Thee, Lorenzo ! will I clofe, 
Pleafure isgood^ and Man for Pleaiure made ; 
But Plcafurc full of Gl«ry as of Joy ; 
Plcafurc, which neither bluftfes^ nor expires. 

The Witneffes arc heard ; the Caufe is o'er; 
Let Confcience file the Sentence in her Court, i 

Dearer than Deeds that half a Realm convey ; . 
^bus feal*d by Trutb^ th* authentic Record runs. i 

" Know, All ; Know, Infidels,— oinapt to Know! 
" 'Tis Itnmortality your Nature iblves ; 
" 'Tis Immertdlity dccyphers Man, 
*' And opens all the Myfl*ries pf his Make. 
" Without it, half his InftinSts are a Riddle j 
" Without it, all his Virues are a Dream. 
** His very Crimes atteft his Dignity ; 
« His fatelefs Thirft of Pkafure^ Gold, and Fme^ 
** Declares him born for Bleflings infinite : 
^* What lefs than Infinite, makes un-abfurd 
** Paffjonsy which all on Earth but more inflames ? 
" Fierce Paflions, fo mif-meafur*d to this Scene, 
" Stretched out, like Eagles Wings, beyond our Ncft, 
" Far, far beyond the Worth of all below, 
" For Earth too large, prefage a nobler Flight, 

>^ And evidence our Title to the Skies.'^ 

Yc 
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Ye gende Thcologue^ of calmer Kind ! 
Whofe Conftitution diftatcs to your Peii, 
Who, cold yourfelves, think Ardor comes from Hell ! 
Think not our Paffions from Corruption fprung. 
The* to Corruption now they lend their Wings ; 
^hat is their Mftrefsy not their Mother. All 
(Andjuftly) jR^^/J^;^ deem Divine : I fee, 
I feel a Grandeur in the Paffims too. 
Which fpeaks their high Defcertt, and glorious End j 
Which fpeaks them Rays of an Eternal Fire. 
In Paradife itfelf they burnt as ftrong. 
Ere Adam fell % tho* wifer in their Aim. 
Like the proud Eajiern, (truck by Providence, 
What tho* our Paffwns are run piad, and ftoop 
With low, terreftrial Appetite, to graze 
On Trafh, on Toys, dethroned fmm high Dcfire ? 
Yet ftill, thro' their Dlfgrace, no feeble Ray 
Of Greatnefs Ihines, and tdls Us whence they fell : 
But Thefe (like that falFn Monarch when reclaimed) 
When Reafon moderates the Rein aright. 
Shall re-afcend, temouftt their former Sphere, 
Where once diey ibaf'd Hkiftrious \ ere feduc'd 
By wanton Evt's I^baochtj to ftroU on Earth, 
And fet the fiAlimary World on Fire. 

But grant their I^hrenfy lafts-, their Phrenfy fails 
To difappoint cm providential. End, 
For which Heav'n blew up Ardor in our Hearts : 

2 Were 
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VftrtReafm filent, boundlefs Paffion fpeaks 

A future Scene of boundlefs ObjeSls too. 

And brings glad Tidings oi eternal Day. 

Eternal Day ! *Tis that enlightens All ; 

And All, by that enlightened, proves it^r^. 

Confider Man as an immortal BtiDgy 

Intelligible All ; and All is Great ; 

A cryftalline Tranfparency prevails. 

And ftrikes full Luftre thro* the Human Sphere 5 

Confider Man as mortal^ all is dark. 

And wretched ; Reafon weeps at the Survey. 

The leam'd Lorenzo cries, " And let her weep, 
*^ Weak, modern Reafon : Antient Times were wife. 
** Authority^ that venerable Guide, 
" Stands on my Part -, the fam'd Athenian Porch 
" (And who for Wifdom fo renown'd as They ?) 
" Deny'd this Immortality to Mail.*' 
I grant it \ but affirm, they proved it too. 
A Riddle This !— Have Patience, HI explain. 

What noble Vanities, what moral Flights, 
GlittVing thro' their romantic Wifdom's Page, 
Make us, at once, defpife them, and admire ? 
Fable is flat to Thefe high-feafon'd Sires ; 
They leave th' Extravagance of Song below. 
" Flefh fhall not feel ; or, feeling, fhall enjoy 
>" The Dagger, or the Rack 5 to them, alike 
" A Bed of Rpfes, or the burning Bull" 



lA 
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In Men exploding all beyond the Grave, 

Strange Doftrine) This! AsDoilrine^ itwasftrangcj 

But not, 2^ Prophecy}, for fuch it proved. 

And, to their own Amazement, was fulfill'd : 

^bey feign*d a Firmnefs CbriSlians need nor feign. 

The Christian truly triumphed in the Flame : 

The Stoic faw, in double Wonder loft. 

Wonder at them, and Wonder at Himfelf, 

To find the bold Adventures of his Thought 

Not bold, and that he ftrove to lye in vain. 

Whence, then, thofe Thoughts ? Thofe tow'ring 
Thoughts, that flew 
Such monftrous Heights?— From InStin£fy andfrom Pride. 
The glorious InSlinSl of a deathlefs Soul, 
Confusedly confcious of her Dignity, 
Suggefted Truths they could not underftand. 
In IjiSth Dominion, and in Paffioifs Storm, 
^rutb\ Syftem broken, fcatter'd Fragments lay. 
As Light in Chaos, glimmering thro' the Gloom : 
Smit with the Pomp of lofty Sentiments, 
Pleased Pride proclaimed, what Reafon di(believ*d. 
Pride^ like the Delphic Prieftefs, with a Swell, 
Rav*d Nonfenfe, deftin*d to be Future Senfe, 
When Life Immortal^ in full Day, fhould Ihine ; 
And Death* s dark Shadows fly the Gofpel Sun. 
They fpoke, what nothing but Immortal Souls 
Could fpeakj and thus the Truth they queftion'd, prov'd. 

Can 
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Speak Man Immortal? Ail things ^peaik him ft. 
Much has been urg'd ; 9nd <k)ft thou call for ipore i 
Call; and with endleis Qucfiions b(e (Mreft, 
All unrcfolveabk, if Mgrfb is All. 

« Why Life, a M(mmt ; Infinite, Defu^ ? 
" Our Wife, Eceruity ? ow Horoe, the Grave f 
" Heav Vs Propii/e dormant lies in human Hope. 
" Wno wijhes Life Immortal, proyes it too. 
" Why Happinefs purfu'd, tho* never found ? 
** Man's Thirft of Happinefs declares Itisy 
*' (For Nature never graviutes to nought) ; 
*' That Thirft unquencht declares // is not Here. 
" My Lucia, Thy Clarissa, caU to Thought j 
*' Why cordial Friendship riveted fo deep, 
** As Hearts to pierce at firft, at parting, rend, 
** If Friend, and Friendihip^ vanilh in an Hour ? 
** Is not This Torment in the Malk of Joy ? 
" Why by ReJUSion marr'd the Joys of Senfef 
" VfhyPaifj and Futiire^ Preying on our Hearts, 
** And putting all our prefent Joys to Death ? 
** Why labours Reajbn ? InSinff vfcrc as well ; 
. " Inftindi:, far better ; What <:mchufej qan erf: 
" O how infallible the thoughtlefs Brute ! 
*' 'Twere well his Holinefs were half as fure. 
** Reafon with Inclination^ why at War ? 
'' Why Senfe of Guilt ? Why Confcience up in Arms r 

Confcience 
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Confcience of Guilt, is Prophecy of Pain, 
And Bofom-council to decline the Blow. 
Reafon with Inclination ne'er had jarr*d. 
If nothing Future paid Forbearance Here. 
Thus on — ^Thefe, and a thoufand Pleas uncalled, 
hXlpromfe^ fqme enfurt^ a fecond Scene ; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far ' 
Than ail Things elfc moil certain ;* were itfalfe^ 
What Truth on Earth fo precious as the Lye ? 
This World it gives us, let what will enfue; 
This World it gives, in that high Cordial, .Hcfe : 
The Future of the prefent is the Soul : 
How this Life groans, when fever'd from the next ? 
Poor, mutilated Wretch, that Difbelieves ! 
By dark Diftruft his Being cut in two. 
In both Parts perilhes ; Life void of Joy, 
Sad Prelude of Eternity in Pain ! 

Couldft Thou perfuade me, the next Life could fail 
Our ardent Wifties ; how ilhould I pour out 
My bleeding Heart in Anguilh, new^ as deep ! 
Oh ! with what Thoughts, thy Hope^ and my Vefpair^ 
Abhorr'd Annihilation ! blafts the Soul, 
And wide-extends the Bounds of human Woe ! 
Could I believe Lorenzo's Syftem true, 
In this black Channel would my Ravings run. 

" Grief from the Future borrowed Peace, ere-while. 
** The Future vanifit ! and the Frdmt jpain'd ! 

«' Strange 
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•* Strange Import of unprecedented 111 ! 

" Fall, how profound ! like Lucifer's^ the Fall l 

** Unequal Fate ! His Fall, without his Guilt ! 

** From where fond Hope built her Pavilion high 

** The Gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 

" To Night ! To Nothing ! Darker ftill than Night. 

** If 'twas a Dream, why wake me, my worft Foe, 

*' LoRXNzo ! boaftful of the Name of Friend ! 

** O for Delufion ! O for Error ftill ! 

*' Could Vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to plant 

" A Tbinkif^ Being in a World like This, 

*' Not over rich before, now beggarM quite ; 

" More curft than at the Fall? — The Sun goes out! 

" The Thorns flioot up! What Thorns in ev'ry Thought? 

" Why Senfe of better ? It imbitters Worfe. 

" Why Senfe ? Why Life ? If but to figh, then fink 

*' To what I was ? Twice Nothing ! and much Woe ! 

** Woe,fromHeav*n'sBounties! Woe,from what was wont 

«' To flatter moft, high Melleilual Powers. 

« Thought^ Virttie^Knowlege! BlelTmgs, by /i&jr Scheme, 
** All poifon'd into Pains. Firft, Knowlege^ once 
*' My Soul's Ambition, now her greateft Dread, 
** To h:ow tnrfelf^ true Wifdom ?— No, to fhurt 
" That (hocking Science. Parent of Delpairl 
" Avert thy Mirror : If I fee, I die. 

" Know fjTf Creator ! Climb His bleft Abode 
«* By painful Speculation, pierce the Veil, 

«« Pivc 

v 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



"The Inpil tUclam'd. ' ' aep 

^' Dive in JSis Nature, read His Attributes^ 

*' And gaze in Admiration— on ± Fot^ 

" Obtruding Life, with^hblding-Happinefs ! 

" From the full Rivers that furround His Thrbncj 

"^ Not letting' fall one Drop of Joy on Man ;• 

** Man gi^ng for cmeDfop, that he might ccafa 

^ To curie his ^irth^ ndr feflvy Reptiles, nnope ! 

" Ye fable Clouds ! Ye darkeft Shades of Night ! 
**Hidc/i5fw» fcr cvfchid^Him, fAnnniyThoughti 
" Once all my Comfort! I Source, and Soul of Joy I > 
" Now leaguM whh Furit^;aiid with 72r^, againft me« 



*^ Knm3^\:^fiHn0viifimtt! StodyHisRteown! 
" Contemplatfcjjiis emaTjingUnivferfe, 
" Dropt fropft His Hand, witli Mir^lds replete ! 
" For what ? 'Mid Miracles!df nobleir Naihe*^ , . 
*' To find one Miracle of ASfay? > 

*' To find thejBcmg, which lalpne can kndm . 
" And ^atfi'His Works, a Blcmifli on His Braife f * 
*' Thro' Naturc!s ample Range^ in Thought, to ftrole, * 
** And ftart at Mdtii the fiiigte Moumpr There, ^ 

** Breathinghi^ghHopeTchain^idePKrntoPacgs^^ 
. « . ■ • . . . . 

« Knowing is Suffering ! :Afid fhall Fir^iue fhare 
« The Sigh.cfcKmvk^eJ Virtue fhares the Si^. 
" By ftriiningiip theSte^ of Excellent j * 

" By Battles fought, and, .from Temptatiaftj won, 
" What gains Ihe, but the Pang of feeing Worth, 
^-Angelic Worth, loon, . fliuffled in the Dark- 

O With 
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^< With C7*ry VkCt and fwq>t tp hutal t>v& i 

f* Merit isMadnefs; Virtue is aCrime} 

f^ ACmoc to Reafin^ if it cofts us Pain 

f < Uifpmi : What Pain» ainidft a tbpufiu|d niorfg 
.« To think the mpft .^»^»V» sifter Dq^ 
« Of Triumph o'er their Betters, find in Deadi 
f AsfoftaPiUow, hor make foukr Clajr I 

^^ Duty I i2<%fl»/— Thefe, ourDutjrdonet 
** Imfdy Reward. ReSgicn is Miftake. 
<< Dtfit^ /^--Th^'s none, but to repel the Cheat. 
" Ye Cheats ! away ! ye Daughters of my Pride 1 
«< Who feign yourfeiyes the Favorites of the Skies : 
« Ye towering Hopes f abortive Ener^es I 
«< That to6, and ftmggle in my fying Breaft, 
<^ To fcale the Skies, and build PreTumptions Theiti 
«< As I were Heir of an Ettrmty. 
<« Vain, vain Ambitions^ trouble me no more. 
«• Why jtravel far in Queft of furc Defeat ? 
<« As boiinded as my Bei^ b^ my Wilh. 
** All is inverted, Wifdom is a FooL 
^•Senfel take the Rein; blindP^/^/ drive uson^ 
<* And, Ignorance ! befriend us on our Way f 
«« Ye jww, but i^wi? Plitrons of our Peace ! 
^Ycsi ^ve the P«^ foil Empire J live the J^^f 
« Since, as the Brute, wc die. The Sum of Man, 
;^ Of jCJodliltcMan ! to revels and to ra. 

«* ]fot not on equal Terms with otb^r Brutes : 
^* fHfiir Rcvd» a more poignant Relifh yield, 



Digitized by 



Google 



_---H 
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^ Aiui iafer too ; T'i&zy never Poifons chuft. 
^^ InitinSy than Reafon^ makes more wholefome Me^t 
*^ And fends all^marring Murmur far awajr. 
« For y^>irf Life rAfybcftPhilofophize; ' 
^^Ybeirs^ thsxSerene^ the <S'tf^^/ fought in vain: 
" 'Tis A&» alone expoftulatcs ivith Heav'n ^ 
^^ Hisy all the PowW^ and all the Gzi^/Sr^ to mourn* 
'* Shall iJ^ir^fftfii Eyes alone^diflblve in Tears ? 
^^ And, bleed, in Anguifh, none but human Hearts \ 
« The wide-ftretcht Realm of hUdkBual Woe, 
*< Surpafllng &mfud £u; is All our Own. 
" In Lift fo fatally diftinguiflit, why 
" Caft in one Lot, confounded, lumpt, laDtatit 

*^ Ere yet in Being, was Mankind in Guilt? 
** Why thunder*d this peculiar Clau/e againft us^ 
** M-martaly and AU-wretched l—H^yt the Skies 
^ Reafons of State, their Subje(5ts may not fcan» 
^* Nor bttnilUf neaibn, when they forely figh ? 
** M-mortd^ and JU-wrttcbed l^^*T\% too mudi> 
•* Unparallel'd in Nature ; *Tis too much 
'^ On Being unrequifkd at Thy Hands, 
^* Omnipotent J fori fee iUni^ but Posuft* 

" And whyfceThat? WhyST^^arfi^// Totoll,an4cafe| 
■^ Then make our Bed in Darknefs, needs no Thpuj^; 
** What Superfluities are reasoning Souls ! 
«* Oh give Eternity ! or Thought ddtroy. 
.'^ But without Thought our Curfe weceiuilC-unflsIti ( 

o 2 ^lu 
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** Its blunted Edge would fparc the throbbing Heart; ' 

^' And, tierefore^.'tis bcftow'd. I thank thee^ Reafonl 

^^ For aiding Uf^s too fmall Calamities, 

*• And giving Being to the Dread of Death. 

" Such are thy Bounties ! — Was it then too much 

** Formej to trefpafs on the Brutal Rights ? 

*• Too much for Heav*n to make one Emmet more? 

^* Too much for Chocs to permit my Mais 

*• A longer Stay with Eflences unwrought, 

" Unfafbion'd, untormented into Man? 

" Wretched Preferment to this Round of Pains! 

** Wretched Capacity of Phrenfy, Thought I 

** Wretched Capacity of Dying, Life ! 

« Ufe, Thought, PFcrtb, Wifdm, All (O foul Revolt!) 

" Once Friends to Peace, gone over to the Foe. 

" Deatby then, has chang'd its Nature too : O Death ! 
" Come to my Bofom, Thou beft Gift of Hcav*n ! 
^' Beft Friend of Man ! fince Man is Man no more. 
**' Why in this thorny Wildemefs ii:^ long, 
*' Since there's no Promifd Land^% ambrofial Bower, 
" To pay me with its Honey for my Stingsi ? 
•* If needful to the felfifh Schemes of Heaven 
*' To fting us fore, why mockt our Mifcry ? 
** Why this fo fumptuous Infult o'er our Heads ? 
"lAThy this illuftrious Canopy diiplay^d ? 
" Why fo ma^ificently lodg'd Defpair ? 
" At ftated Periods, fure-returning, roll 
^ Th^ie glorious Orbsy that Mortals may compute 
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** Their Length of Labours, and of Pains ; nor lofc 
^^ Their Mifery's full Meafure ? — Smiles with Flowers, 
** And Fruits, pron^ifcuoys, ever-teepiing Earthy 
" That Man may knguifh in luxurious Scenes, 
** And in an Eden mourn his wither'd Joys ? 
** Claim Earth and Skies Man's Admiration, du^ 
"FovTif^i^ Delights! BltUt Animals ! tod Wife 
^ To wonder \ and top Happy to complain! 

" Our Doom decreed demands a mournful Scene : 
*' Why not a Dungeon dark, for the Condemned? 
*' Why not the Dragon's fwbterranean Eten, 
*' For Man to hpwl in ? Why not his Abode 
" Of the fame difmal Colour with his Fate ? 
" A Thebes J a Babylon^ at vaft Expcnce 
** Of Tin\e, Tqil, Treafure, Art, for Owls and Adders, 
" As congruous, as, for Man, this bfty Dome, 
"Which prompts proudThought,and kindles highDefirej 
" If, from her humble Chamber in the Duft, 
" While proud Thought fwells,and highDefire inflames, 
** The poor JVorm calls us for her Inmates there ; 
** And, rx)und us, Death's inexorable Hand 
♦' Draws the dark Cijrtain clofe ; undrawn no more. 

" Undrawn nomorel-^^^^ind the Clovid of Deaths 
" Once, I beheld a Sun ; a Sun which gilt 
" That fable Cloud, and turned it all to Gold : 
'* How the Graved altered I Fathomlefs, as Hell f 
•* A real Hell to Thofc who dreamt of Hegven, 

O 3 **^ An- 
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*' Annihilation ! How it yawxis before mc ! 
^' Next Moment I may drop from Thought^ frdm Senfiy 
•* The Privily of Af^ds^ and of Wcrms^ 
•' An CXitcaft from Exiftence ! And this Spirit, 
•* This all-pervading, this allKonfcious Soul, 
" This Particle of Energy divine, 
" Which travels Nature, flics from Star to Star, 
*' And vifits Gods, and emulates their Powers, 
** For ever is extinguilht. Horror ! Death ! 
« Death of /A^/ Death Ifedrkfs^ once furvcy*d !— 
" When Horror Umverfal ihall defccnd, 
*' And HeavVs dark Concave urn all Human Race, 
•* On that ttormous, unrcfunding Tomb, 
*' How juft this Verfe \ this monumental Sigh!** 
Beneath the Lumher of dmolijht Worlds^ 
Deep in the Ruiln/b ef tbe^eifrd Wrecks 
Swept Ignminiaus to the common Mdfs 
Of Mattery never dignify* d with Ufe^ 
Here lie proud Rationals ; The Sons of Heatfni 
The Lords of Earth! The Property of Worms! 
Beif^s of Tefierday^ and no to-morrow / 
Who Uv*d in Terror^ and in Pangs expired! 
All gone to rot in Chaos ; or^ to make 
Their happy Tranfit into Blocks or Brutes, 
Nor longer fully their Crb atorV Name. 

Lorenzo ! hear, paufc, ponder, and pronounce. 
Juft is this Hiftory ? If fucb 'v& Man, 
Manlund's Hiftorian^ tho' Divine, might weep 
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And dares ^renzo fmilie ?— 1 know thcie t^roud ; 
For once kt Pride befriend thcp : Prid^ kxJcs pal© 
At iiich a Scetie^ and fighs for fomething more. 
Axxiid thy Boafts, Prefumptions^ and Difplays, 
And art Thou Then a Shadow? Lefs than Shade ? 
A Nothing ? Lefs than Nothing ? To have been. 
And not to fe, is lower than Unborn, 
Art thou ambitious ? Why then make the Worm 
Thine Equal ? Runs thy Tafte of Pk^ure high ? 
» Why patronize fure Death of ev*ry Joy ? 
Oiarm Riches ? Why chufe Bcgg'ry in the Grave, 
Of ev^ry Hope a Bankrupt ! and for ever ? 
Anhirion^ PUafure^ A&arice^ perfwade Thee 
To make that World of Glory, Rapture, Wealth, 
They •lattiy^wVi thy Soul's Supreme Defirc 

What art thdu mide of? Rather, how Unmade ? 
Great Natun^s Maftcr-appctite dcftrby'd ! 
Is endlefs Life, and Happinefs, defpls*d i 
Or Both wilht, Here^ where Neither can be foqiid? 
Such Man's perverfe, eternal Wv with Heav'n ! 
Dar'ft Thou perfill ? And is there nought on Eardii 
But a long Train of tranfitpry Forms, 
Rifing, and brewing. Millions in an Hopr f 
' Bubbles of a fantai^c Deity, blown up 
In Sport, ind then in Cruelty deftroy*d ? 
Oh ! for what Crime, unmerciful Loi£N:;o ! 
Deftroys thy Scheme the Wlok pf hxmm Rficc ? ^ 

o 4 ty4 

1^ In the Si^ Night. 
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Kind is fell Lucifpr, compared to Thee : 
Oh ! fpare this Wafte of Being half-divine % 
And vindicate th' Oeconpfliy of Hcavign. 

Heav'n is all Love -, all Joy ip giving Joy : 
It never had created, but to blefs : 
And fhall it, then, ftrike off the Lift of Life, 
A Being bleft, or Worthy fi to ht? 
Hea\^n ftarts at an annibfhting God, 

Is That^ all Nature ftarts at, thy Pefire ? 
Art fuch a Clod to wifh thyfelf ^iZ Clay ? 
What is that dreadful Wiih ?— The dying Groai^ 
Of Nature^ murder'd by th^ blackeft Guilt. 
What deadly Poifon has thy Nature drank ? 
To Nature undcbaucht no Shock fo great ; 
l^^turc's.Firfty/iQxisendlefiHappinefsi • 
Annihilation is an After-thought, 
A monftrous Wifli, unborn till Virtue dies. 
Ai^d oh ! what Depth of Horror lies inclosed ! 
For Non-exiftence no Man ever wifht. 
But, f^^ he wifht the Peit y deftroy'd. 

If fo ; what Words arc dark enough to draw 
Thy Pidure true ? The darkeft are too fair. 
Beneath what; baleful Planet, in what Hour 
Of Defppration, by what Fury's Aid, 
In what infernal Ppfture of the Soul, 
AU HcU invited, and aU Hel^ in Joy, 



At 
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At fuch a Bin;h> a Birth fo near of Kin, 
Did thy foul Fancy whelp fo black a Scheme 
Of Hopes abortive. Faculties half-blown, 
And Deities begun^ reduc -d to Duft ? 

There's nought (thou fayft) but one eternal FJujf 
Of feeble Eilences tumultuous driven 
Thro* Ti'^i^s rough Billows into Night's Abyfs, 
Say, in this rapid T'ide of human Ruin, 
Is there no Rock, on which Man's tolling Thought 
Can reft from Terror, dare his Fate furvey. 
And boldly think it Something to be Born ? 
Amid fuch hourly Wrecks of Being fair, 
. Js their no central, all-fuftaining Bafe^ 
All-realizing, all connefting Power ^ \ 
Which, as it call'd forth all Things, can recall^ 
And force DefiruSion to refund her Spoil ? 
Command the Grave reftprf h?f t^ken Prey ? 
Bid Death's dark Vale its Human Harveft yield. 
And Earth J and Ocean^ pay their Debt of Man, 
True to the grand Depofit trufted There ? 
fc there no Potentate, whofe out-ftrctcht Arm, 
When rip'ning Time calls forth th' appointed Hour, 
Pluckt from foul Devaftation'^S^miiht Maw, 
Binds i?r4/^»/, Paft^ and Future^ to his Throne? 
His Throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac'd. 
By germinating Beingsi cluft'ring round ! 
A Garland worthy the Divinity I 
A Throne, ^ by Heav'n's Omnipotfpce in Sraiks, 

Built 
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Built (ViktzJnaros toVring in die Wyves) 
Amidft immenfe ESiifions of his VbiTt ! 
An Ocean of camnmmcated BUfi I 

An all-prolific, all^piefenring God f 
ms were a God indeed.— And fuch is Man» 
As here prefum^d : He riles from lus Fall. 
Thinkft Thou Omnipotence a nakisd RobI; 
Each Bloilbm fair of Deity dc&rafd i 
Nothing is dead; nay» Nothing fleeps; eachS6uI» 
That ever animatied humah Clay, 
Now wakes ;b on the Wing: And whierc, O what^ 
WiU the Swarm fecde?— When the ^n09^/^s Call^ 
As founding Brafi, collefbus, round Hekv^n^Throtk 
Conglob'd, we baik in evtsrlafting Day, 
(Paternal Splendor !) and adhere for evd*. 
Had not the Sod this Outlet to the Skks^ 
In thb vaft Veflcl of the Univcrfe, 
How fliould we gafp, as in an empty Vbifl! 
How in the Pangs of famifiit H^e expih^ I 

How brightTiWj Ptolpca Ihincs ! How i^dbifay, ^ 
A trembling World f and a devouring God? 
Earth biit the Shambks of Omnipotence ! 
HeavWs Face all UainM with caiiflcfs Maflaci^ 
Of countlefs MilKons^ bom te feel the Pang 
pf Being lofi. LoaEif2o( can it be ? 
This bids us fliuddcr at the Thoughts of Lifi. 
Who would be born tp f^ch a Phantom Wbrid^ 
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Where nought Subftantial, but our Mifery ? 
Where Joy (tf Jdy) bat haghtch3 dur Diflrefi, 
So foon to pttifh^ ahd tenvt no mtoit ? 
The grfe^r yii: A i. Joy, thfc nwr^ it pains. 
A World, where dirk, myfleriotls Vanity 
^ Good^ and IBj the dUbnt Colours blends, 
Confounds all Rsafckf and all Hife deft^oysi 
Reafon, and Hope, our fole Afylum Here I 
A World, fo far froni Great (and yet how Grcak 
It ihines to Thee !) diiere's nothing Red in k% 
Beings a Shadow! Ccnfchufnefi^ a Dream! 
A Dream, how di^eadful ! Univerfal Bknk 
Before it, and Behind I Poor Main ^ Spark 
From Non-cxiftence firuck by Wrath divme, 
Glitt'Hng a Mocnent,^ nor that Moment fure^ 
•Midft Upper, Nether^ and furroundiilg Nighty 
His Sad, Sure, Sudden, and Eternal Tomb! 

Lorenzo ! Aift Thou/rt/thefc Arguments ? 
Or i^ there hbtigKt but Vengeance can be felt i 
How haft Thou djtfd the Deity dethrone ? 
H6w dar'd mdift Him of a World like This> 
tf fiUh the World, Creaition wai a Crime ; 
For what is QAmt^ but Caufe of Mifery ? 
Rctraa;, Blafphemcr ! Ahd Unriddle ^bis^ 
Of endlefs Arguments ahove^ behw^ 
Without us, and fed*/*, thfe fliort Refult— 
** IFMkn's JmfhdrUjy therms «God in H^aioen.^ 

But 
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But wherefore fuch Redundancy ? Such Waits 
Of Argument ? One fcts jwy Soul at Reft ; 
One obvious, and at Hand, and. Oh ! — at Heart. 
So juft the Skies, Philander's Life fo pain'd. 
His Heart fo pure s tbat^ or fucceeding Scenes 
Have Palms to give, or ne'er had He been bom. 

*' fnat an old Tale is This /" Lorenzo cries.— 
I grant this Argument is old ; but Truth 
No Years impair ; and had not This been True, 
Thou never hadft dcfpis'd it for its Age. 
^ruth is Immortal ^ thy Soul ; and FaMe. 
As fleeing as thy Joys : Be wife, nor make 
HeavVs higheft Bleffing, Vengeance ; O be wife I 
Nor make a Curfe of /i»wwr/tf//i^. 

Say, know'ft Thou what // is .? Or what Thou art ? 
Know^ Thou th* Importance of ^ Soul Im^nortal ? 
Behold this Midnight Glory : Worlds pn Wofldii! 
Amazing Pomp ! Redodble this Amaze ; 
Ten thoufand add ; add twice Ten thoufand mote ; 
Then weigh the Whole ; One Soul outweighs them AjJ j 
And calls th* aftonifhing MJagnjificence 
' Of unintelligent Creation poor, 

ForThij, believe not wj no il4^^ believe ; 
Truft not in Words, but Deeds j and Deeds no left 
.Than thofe of the Supreme ; nor His, a Few; 

Confult 
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Confult them All *, confulted. All proclaim 
Thy Sours Importance : Tremble at Thyfelf ; 
For whom Omnipoience his Ivak'd fo long : 
Has wak'd, and worked, for Ages \ from the Birth 
Of Nature to this Unbelieving Hour, 

In this fmall Province of His vaft Domain 
(All Nature bow, while I pronounce his Name }) 
What has God done, and not for this fole End, 
To refcue Souls from Death ? The Sours high Price 
Is writ in aH the Conduft of the Skies. 
The Scu^s high Price is the OreatunCs Key^ 
Unlocks its Myfteries, and naked lays . . 
TTie genuine Caufe of ev'ry Deed divine : 
Tbaty Is xht Cbain of j^^ which maintains 
Their obvious Correfpondence, and unites ^ 

Moft diftant Periods in One bleft Defign.: 
fbaty is the migbty Hinges on which have turnM 
All Revolutions, whether we regard 
The Nafraly Gvilj or Rdigious^ World ; 
The Former Two, but Servants to^the Third : 
To That their Duty done, ihey both exphe, 
Thdr Mafi new-Qaft, forgot their Deeds rtngmid j 
And Angels alk, " fVhere ance tb^ /hone fo^ fair V* 

To lift us from this Abjedt, to Sublime ; 
This Flux, to Permanent 9 this Dark, to Diy ; 
This Foul, to Pure ; this Turbid, to Serene ; 
This Mean, to Mighty !--for tbi$ glorious End 

Th* 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



£22 K^ COMPLAINT: NightVll 

Th* Almighty, rifing, his long Ssiibath broke ; 
The World was Made ^ was Ruia'd % was ReftorM^ 
Laws from the Ab^were PuhUih'd ^ were Repealed; 
OnEarib Kin^Kii^doins,iofe; Kii^, Kingdoins,feil$ 
Fam'd Sages lighted up the P^49 World > 
Prophets from Sian darted a keen Glance 
Thro' diftanc Ag^; Saints travelled ; MarC7rsbled$ 
By Wonders facred Nature flood controul'd ; 
The Living were Tranflated^ Dead were RaisM; 
Angels, and mare than Angels, came from H^rea; 
And, oh ! for TUs^ defcended lower ftill ^ 
Gilt was Hell's Glck>m ; aftonifht at his Gueft^ 
For one fhort Moinent Lucifzr ador'd : 
Lorenzo ! and wilt Thou do lefs ? — ^For TbUj 
That HaUoa^d Pi^e^ Fools feoff at, was infpir'd; 
Of all thefe Truths thrice-venerable Codel 
Deijts 1 perform your Quarentine; and then^ 
Fall profirate, ere you touch i|:, left you die. 

Nor lels intenfdy bqit InfprHal Powers 
To mar, thaa thofe of Ugbt^ tbU End to g»n« 
O what a Sccpc is Here I-t-Xjorekzo ! wake j 
Rife to the Thought; exert, expapd, thy SquI 
To take the vail Id^: Itdienies 
All elfe the Name of GreaL Two warring Worlds! 
Not Eur(^e2i!gik&Afck \ Warring WjotMs, 
Of « w than Mprtal ! mouj^tcd on the Wing! 
On ardent Wings of Energy, andZcal, 
High-hpv'ring o'er this litjlc Bra^ of Strife ! 

a ' -This 
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This fublunaiy Ball^-But Strife^ for what ? 
In their own Cauie confliAing ? No ; in Tbine^ 
In Mmfs. His fa^le Infreft bipws the Flame ; 
His the ible Stake ; His Fate the Trumpet (bunds ! 
Which kindles War Immortal. How it bums t 
Tumultuous Swarms of Deities in Arms I 
Force Force oppofing, till the Waves run l^gh, 
And tempeft Nature's univerfal Sphere. 
Such Oppofites Eternal, Stodfaft, Stem» 
Such Foes Implacable, are Gcod^ and B \ 
Yet Man, vainMan, would mediatePeace between them. 

Think not this Fidion. « ^ere nx>as War in Heaven.** 
From Heaven's hi^ cryftal Mountain where It hung, 
Th' Almighty's outftretcht Arm took down bisBow : 
And fh6t his Indignation at the De^ : 
Re-thundei^d HeU^ and darted all her Fires. — 
And feems the Stake of little Moment ftiil ? 
And flumbers ikfiw, who fingly caus'd the Storm ? 
He fleeps.— Andart Thou ihockt at Myfteries ? 
The Greateft, Thou. How dreadful to refleA, 
What Aidor, Care, and Coufifel, Mortals caufe 
In Bres^ Divine ! Elow little in their own I 

Whcrc-e'er I turn, how new iV^^pour <uponin€ ! 
How happily This woofrous View fiippoits 
My Former Aigjuinent ! How ftrongly^rriby 
bmortd Uft% full DemcMifiration^ tlere ! 
Why thisEooertion ? Whfthis ftnuige Regwd 

From 
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From Hcav'n's Omnipotent indulg'd to Man ?— 

Bccauie, in Man, the glorious, dreadful Power, 

Extremely to be Paln'd^' or Bleflr, for £tim 

Duration gives Importance \ fwells the Price. 

An Angel, if a Creature of a Day, 

What would He be ? A Trifle of no Weight ; 

Or Stand, or Fall ; no Matter which ; He's gonc^ 

Becaufe Immortal, therefore is indulged 

This ftrange Reg^ of Deities to Duft. 

Hence, Heav'n looks down on Earth with.all her Eyes a 

Hence, the Soul's mighty JVlQJti^nt in her Sight j 

Hence, cv'ry Soul has Partifans Above, 

And cv'ry Thought a Critic in the Sfeies : - ; 

Hence, Clay,^ vile Clay ! has Angels for its Guaid, 

And cv'ry Guard a Paflion.fQrJws Chafge ^ 

Hence, from all Age, ihc Cabinet divint 

Has held high Couitfel o'er .the pate of Man- 

Nor have th^ Clouds thpfe. gracious Counfds hid. 
Angels undrew the Curtain of the Throne, 
And Pro¥4P£Nce canj^/prth to meet Mankjpd : 
In variQu^ Modes of Empbafisi, and Aw, 
He fpoke hit^.WiU% tod aSmWjiog Nature htSiS&:\ 
He (poke it loud, in Thunder, and in Storm. 
Witnefe^ 9Chou Sinai, ! wlipfc Cl0ud-<:over'd Height, 
And Ihakep Bafis, own'd the prefent God : 
Witnefs, ye jK/Z^w / wbofe returning Tide, 
Breaking the Ch^ that faften'd it in Air, 
Swept Eiyptj and Jier Meii^ces, to Hell ; 
r. : Wifnefi, 
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Witnefs, yt Flams I th' y^hVz» Tyrant blew 

To fev'nfo|d Rage, as Impotent, as Strong : 

And Thou, l^rtb ! witnefs, whofe expanding Jaws 

Clos'd o'er * PnfumptioTfs facrilegious Sons : 

Has not each Element^ in Turn* fubfcrib'd 

The Soup s^ high Price^ and fworn it to the Wife ? 

Has not Flame, Ocean, iEther, Earthquake, ftrove 

To ftrike this Truths thro' adamantine Man ? 

If not All-adamant, Lorenzo ! hear } . 

All is Delufipn^ Naturt is wrapt up, 

In tenfold Night, from Reafon*^ keeneft Eye \ 

There's no Confidence, Meaning,* Plan, or End, 

hi all beneath the Sun, in all above, 

(As far as Man can penetrate) or Heaven 

Is an Immenfe, Ineftimable Prize \ 

Or All is Nothing, or that Prize is AIL— 

And fhall each 31;?^ be ftiU a Match for Heaven ? 

And full Equivalent for Groans Below ? 

"Who would not give a Trifle to prevent 

What He would give a Thpufand Worlds to cure ? 

Lorenzo !. Thou haft feen (if Thine, to fee) 
KM Nature^ and her Gop (by Nature's Ccurfe^ 
And Nature's Cowritcontrml'd) declare for mtt 
The Skies Above proclaim -" Immortal Man !'* 
And, *' Mznlmmrtair all Below refounds* 
The World's a Syftem of Theology, 

P Read, 

♦ Korah, &C. 
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Read, by the gnateft Strange to the Schools; 
If Htmeji^ Learn'd \ and Sages o'er a Plough. 
Is not, Lorenzo! then, impos'd on Thee 
This hard Alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy Reafin^ and thy Senfi % or, to Believe ? 
What then is Wi*^;^? TTis an Exploit ; 
A ftrenuous Enterprize : To gain it, Man 
Muft burft thro* ev*ry Bar of common Senfe, 
Of common Shame, ttiagnanimoufly wrong; 
And what rewards the fturdy Combatant ? 
His Prize, Repentance ; Infamy^ his Crown. 

But wherefore. Infamy ?— For want of Worth 

Down the ftcep Precipice of Wrong He Aides -, 

Therc*s nothing to (upport him in the Right. 

Faitb in the Future wmtingj is, at leaft 

In Embryoy ev'ry Weakncfs, cv'ry Guilt ; , 

And ftrong Temptation ripens it to Birth. 

If this Life's Gain invites him to the Deed, 

Why not his Country fold, his Father flain ? 

*Tis Virtue to purlue our Good Supreme, 5 

And his Supreme, his Onfy Good is Here. 

Ambition^ Atfrice^ by the Wife difdain'd. 

Is perfeft Wifdim^ whil^ Mankind are Foohj 

And think a Turf, or Tombftone, covers All ; 

Thefe find Employment, and provide for Senfi 

A richer Failure, and a larger Range; 

Atid Senje by^Right divine afcends thc^Thronc^ , 

When 
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When Reafinh Prize and Profpe<5t are no more i 
Virtue no more we think the Will of Heavin. 
Would Heav'n quite beggar Virtue, if bclov'd ? 

" Has Virtue Charms ^"— I grant Her heavenly Fair | 
But if un-portion*d, all will Infrefi wed % 
Tho' That our Admiratioh, This omx Choice* 
The Virtues grow on Immortality ; 
That Root deftroy*d, they wither and expire. 
A Deity belicv*d, will nought avail % 
Rewards and Puniflments make God adored ; 
And Hopes and Fears give Confcienee all her Power f 
As in^the dying Parent dies tlie Child, 
Virtue^ with Immortality^ expires. 
Who telis me He denies his Soul Immortal, 
Whate'^r his Boaft, has told me, He's a Knave. 
His Thity 'tis^ to love Himfelf alcne ; 
Nor care tho* Mankind perilh; if He fmiles. 
Who thinks ere-long the Man Ihall "uoholly die. 
Is dead already J nought but 5r«/^ furvives. 

And are there fuch ?— Such Candidates ther? arc 
For »wr^ than Death ; for utter Lofs of Being ; 
Being, tfae Bafis of the Deity I 
Afk you the Caufe ?-^The Caufe they will not tell j 
Nor need they : Oh the Sorceries of Senfe I 
n^ work this Transformation on the Soul, 
Difeount her like the Serpent at the Fall, 
Difmounc her from her native Wing (which foar'd 

P 2 Ere-whilc 
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Erc-whilc ethereal Heights), and throw her down. 
To lick the Duft, and crawl, in fuch a Thought. 

Is it in Words to paint you ! O ye Fall'n ! 
Fall'ft from the Wings of ReafoHy and of Hope! 
Ereft in Suture, Prone in Appetite ! 
Patrons of Pleafurc, pofting into Pain ! 
Lovers of Argument, averfe toSenfe ! 
Boafters of Liberty, faft-bound in Chains ! 
Lords of the wide Creation, and the Shame ! 
More Senfelefs than th* Irrationals you fcom ! 
More Bafe than thofe you rule ! Than thofc you pitjr, 
Far more Undone ! O ye mod infanu)us 
Of Beings, from Superior Dignity ! 
Dcepeft in Woe from Means of boundlefs Blifel 
Ye curft by Bleflings infinite ! Becaufe 
Mod highly favoured, moft profoundly loft I 
Ye motly Mafs of CentradiSion ftrong ! 
And are you, too, convinc'd, your Souls fly oflT 
In Exhalation foft, and die in Air, 
From the full Flood of Evidence /?^^;j^ you? 
In the coarfe Drudgeries, and Sinks of Senfi^ 
Your Souls have quite worn out the Make of Heaven, 
By Vice new-caft, and Creatures of your own: 
But tho* you can dtform, you can't deftroy-^ 
To curfe^ not uncreatCy is all your Power, 



^ Lorenzo! this black Brotherhood renounce j 
Renounce Stc Evremont^ and read St. Pad. 
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Ere rapt by Miracle, by Reafon wing'd 
His mounting Mind made long Abode in HeaveQ. 
Tins is Freethinkingy unconfin'd to PartSy 
To fend the Soul, on curious Travel bent. 
Thro* all the Provinces of Human Thought, 
To dart her Flight, thro* the whole Sphere of Man ; 
Of this vaft Univerfe to make the Teur ; 
In each Recefs of SpacSy and Time^ at Home; 
Familiar with their 'Wonders ; diving deep -, 
And, like a Prince of boundlefs IntVefts Ti&^^, 
Still moft ambitious of die moft Remote j 
To look on Truib unbroken, Mid intire -, 
Truth m the Sjifim^ the full Orb ; where Truths 
By Truths enlighten*d, and fuftain'd, afFord 
An arch-like, ftrong Foundation, to fupport 
Th* incumbent Weight of abfplute, complete 
Comnifitm \ Here, the- more we prefs, we ftand 
More Firm % Who mo^ Examine moft Believe. 
PtartSj Eke Half-fentenccs, confound ; the JVhok 
Conveys the Senfe, and God is underftood ; 
Who not in Fragments writes to Human Race ; 
Read his whole Vglume, Sceptic ! then Reply. 

Tbisy Tbisy is Tbinking-free^ a Thought that grafps 
Beyond a Grain, and^ looks beyond an Hour. 
Turn up thine Eye, furvey this Midnight Scene ; 
What arc Earth's Kingdoms to yon boundlefs Orbs, 
Of human Souls, one Day, the deftin'd Range ? 
And what yoja bpundtefs Orbs, to Godlike Man ? 

P ^ Thofc 
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Thofe numVous Worlds that throng the Firmament, 
And alk more Spacp in Hcav*n, can rowl at large 
In Maif% capacious Thought, and ftiU leave Room 
For ampler Orbs ; for new Creations, There. 
Czxifucb a Soul contraft itfelf, to gripe 
A i^oint of no Dimenfion, of no Weight ? 
It can ; it does : The World is fuch a Point, 
And, of that Point, hxmfmaU a Part enflaves ? 

Howfmall a Part — of Nothings Ihall I (ay ? 
Why not ? — Friends^ouv cbiefTrcsSurcl How they drop! 
Lucia, Narcissa fair. Philander, gone ! 
The Grofue^ like fabled Cerberus^ has op'd 
A Triple Mouth ; and, in an awful Voice, 
Loud calls my Soul, and utters AH, I fing. 
How the World falls to-pieces round about us, 
And leaves us in a Ruin of our Joy ! 
What fays This Tranfportation of my Friends ? 
It bids me love the Place where now they dwell, 
And fcorn this wretched Spot, they leave fo Poor. 
Eternity's vaft Ocean lies before thee ; 
There, There, Lorenzo ! thy Clarissa fails. 
Give thy Mind Sea-Room % keep it wide of Earthy 
That Rock of Souls immortal ; cut thy Gord ; 
Weigh Anchor 5 fyread thy Sails ; call cv'ry Windj 
Eye Uiy Great Pok-Jiar ^ 4nakc the Land of Life, 

Two Kinds of Life has ioubk-natur'd Man, 
Ai>d Two of Death^ tjie Lafi ifar more fpvere, 

"'; * ^' ' Life 
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Life animal is nurtured by the Sun j 
Thrives on his Bounties, trium{dis in his Beams* 
Life raiicnali\jh£}&s on higher Food, 
Triumphant in His Beams, who made the Day. 
When we leave fbat Sun, and zft left by tbisy 
{The Fate of all who die in ftubbom Guilt) 
'Tis utter Darknefs 5 ftridly Dmbk Death. - 
We fink by ne Judicial Stroke of Heaven, 
But Nature's Courfe ; as fure as Plumbets fall. 
Since God, or Man, mud ^er, ere they meet, 
(For Light and Darknefs blend not in one Sphere) 
*Tis manifeft, Lorbnzo! who muft change. 

I^ then, that Double Death (hould prove thy Lot, 
Blame not the Bowels of the Deity ; 
Man fh^ll he bleft, as far as Man permits. 
Not Man alone, all Rationals^^ HeaVnarms 
With an Illuftrious, but Tremendous, Power 
To counter-aft Its own moft gracious Ends 1 
And this, of ftrift NeccfSty^ not Choice ; 
That Pow*r deny'd, Mdn^ Jngels^ were no more, 
But paflive Engines, void of Praife, or Blame. 
A Nature Rational implies the Power 
Of being bleft, or wretched, as we plcajfe ; 
£Ue idle Reafon wt>uld have nought to ck> ; 
And he that would Ijebarr'd Capacity^ 
Of Pain, courts Incapacity of Blifs. 
Heav'n wills our Happinefs, allows ow Doom i 
Invites us ardendy, l^ut not €om$tels\ 

P 4 Heaven 
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Hcav*n hMperfuades^ almighty Man decrees -j 

Man is the Maker of Immortal Fates* 

Man falls by Man, if finally He falls ; 

And fall He mufty who leams fix>m Death alone, 

The dreadful Secret, — ^That he Hves for Ever. 

Why 7&V to thee ? Thee yet, perhaps, in Doubt 
Of Second Life ? But ^iriierefore doubtful ftill ? 
Eternal Life is Nature's ardent Wifli ; 
What ardendy we wifli, mcfoon believe : 
Thy tardy Faith declares that Wifli defl:roy*d : 

What has deftroy'd it ? Shall I tell thee. What ? 

When fear'd the Future^ 'tis no longer wiflit \ 
And, when Unwiflit, vfcftrive to Difbelicve. 
« Thus Infidelity our Guilt tetrays.** 
Nor that ihtfok Detedtion ! Bluih, Lorenzo ! 
Blufli for Hypocriiy, if not for Guilt. 
The Future feared ? An Infidel, and fear ! 

Fear what ? a Dream ? 2l Fahk ? How thy D;tad, 

UnwiUit^ Evidence, and therefore Strongs 

Afibrds my Caufe an undefign'd Support ! 

How DiJbeUef affirms, what It denies ! 

f« It J unawares^ ajferts Immcrtal Z.5^/*— — 

Surprifing! Infidelity turns out 

A Creedy and a Confejfum of our Sins : 

^ppftates, tbus^ are Orthodox Divines/ 

Lorenzo' with Lorenzo clafh no more 5 
Nor longer a Tranfparent Vizor wear. 
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Think*ft Thou, Religion only has her Mafk ? 
Our Infidels arc Satanh Hypocrites, 
Pretend the Worft, and, at the Bottom, fail 
When vifited by Thought (Thought w/// intrude). 
Like Him they fcrve. They tremble^ and believe. 
Is there Hypocrily fo foul as This ? 
So fatal to the Welfare of the World ? 
Vfhat DeieJlaHoftj whsit Ccntempty their Due? 
And, if unpaid, be thank'd for their Efcape 
fbat Chriftian Candor thty ftrive hard to fcom. 
If not for that Afylum, they might find 
A Hell on Earth j nor 'fcape a worfe Below. 

With Infolence, and Impotence of Thought, 
Infteadof racking Fancy, to refute^ 
Reform thy Manners, and the Truth ^*^•— 
But fliall I dare confefs the dire Refult ? 
Can thy proud Reafm brook fo black a Brand i. 
From pirer Manners ^ to fublimer Faitb^ 
Is Nature's unavoidable Afcent ; 
An boneft Deift, where the Gofpel flimcs, 
Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriftian ends. 
When that bleft Change arrives, e'en caft afidc 
This Song fuperfluoUs -, Ufe immortal ftrikes 
Convi6tion, in a Flood of Light Divine. 
A Chriftian dwells, like f Uriel, in the Sun \ 
Meridian Evidence puts Doubt to Flight } 
iVnd ardent Hope anticipates the Skies, 

Of 
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Of that bright Sun, Lorenzo! fcale the Sphere; 

'TIS eafy.; It invites thee i It defcend^ 

from Heav'n to wooe, and waft thee whence It came : 

Read and revere the Sacred Fagt ; a Page 

Where triumphs ImmortaUty \ a Page 

Which not the whole Creation could produce \ 

Which not the Confiagr^ion (hall deftroy ; 

In Nature's Ruins not one Letter loft : 

'Tis printed in the Mind of Gods for ever. 

In proud Diidain of what e'en Gods adore, 
Doft fmile ? — ^Pocm" Wretch! thy Guardian Angd weeps. 
AngelSy and Mm^ aflent to what I fing ; 
tFi^ fmile, and thank me for my Midmgbt Drem. 
How idcious Hearts fumePhrcnfy to the Brain? 
Paris pufli us, on to Pride, and Phde to Shame^ 
Pert Infidelity is ITxt's Cockade, 
To grace the brazen Brow that braves the Skies, 
By Lofs of Beings dreadfully fccure. 
Lorenzo i if thy DoArine wins the iDay, 
And drives my Dreanis, defeated, from the Fields 
If This is AH, if Earth a/iw/ Scene, 
Take heed ; ftand faft ; be fure to be a Knave ; 
A Knave in Grain ! ne^er deviate to the Right : 

Shouldft Thou be Good How infinite thy Lois! 

Guilt only makes Anmbilation Gain. 

Bleft Scheme ! which Life deprives of Contort y Deadi 

Of Hope I 9nd which Vice only recommends. 

If fo ; wbere^ Infidels ! your Bait thrown out 

To 
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To catch .weak Converts ! Where your lofty Boaft 
Of Zeal for Virtue^ and of Love to Man ? 
Annihilation 1 I igonfcfs^ in Thefe. 

"What can Reclaim you ? Dare I hope profound 
Philofcpbers the Converts of a Song ? 
Yet know. Its f 2lrV/? flatters j^^2^, not me ; 
Yours be the Praife to make nrf Title good \ 
Mine, to Blefs Heav'n, and triumph in j^^«r Praife. 
But fince fo Fcftilential your Difeafe, 
Though fov'reign is the Med'cine I prcfcribe, 
As yet, rU neither Triumph, nor Dcfpair: - 

But hope, ere-long my MdnigbtPream will wake 
Your Hear^, and teach your Wifdom — ^to be wife : 
For why fhould Souls Immortal, made for Blifs, 
E'er wifh (and wilh in vam t) that Souls could die I 
What ne'er Cii^ die. Oh! grant to Zft;^ ^ andcrowQ 
The Wifh, and Aun, and Labour of the Skies j 
bicreafey and enter on the Joys of Heaven ; 
Thus fhall my Title pafs ^ /acred Scdi^ 
Receive an bnprimatur from Above, 
While Angpls fhout — An InfiddBxclmCd. 

To clofe,Lx)REN2o! Spite of all my Pains^ 
Still feems it ftrange, that Thou fhouldft ^vt for ever, f 
Js it /5/5 ftraqge, that Thou fhouldft live ^ tfZ? /* 
This is a Miracle-, ^si^That no more. 
Who gave Beginning, can excludean End. 

Deny 
f Tbc Infidel Reclaimed. 
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Deny Thwart: Then, doubt if Thou Jhalt be. 

A Miracle with Miracles indos'd. 

Is Man : And ftarts his Faith at what is Strange ? 

What lefs than Wonders, from the fFbnderful-^ 

What lefs than Miracles, from God, can flow ? 

Admit a GOD — that Myftery Supreme ! 

That Caufe uncaus'd ! All other Wonders ceafe^ 

Nothing is Marvellous for Him to do : 

Lefry Him — all is Myftery befides ; 

Millions of Myfterics ! Each Darker far. 

Than That thy Wifdom would, unwifely, fliun. 

liweak thy Faith, why chufe the Harder Side? 

We nothing knowj but what is Marvellous ; 

Yet what is Marvellous, we can't believe, f 

So Weak our Reafon^ and fo Great our God, 

What moft furprifes in the Sacred Page^ 

Or full as -Strange, or Stranger, muft be True* 

Faith is not Redfo^s Labour, but Repofe. 

To Faith J and Virtue^ why fo backward Man ? 
From Hence : — ^The Prefent ftrongly ftrikes us AUj 
The Future^ faintly : Can we, then, be Men ? 
If Men, Lorenzo! tht Reverfe is Right. 
Reafon is Man's Peculiar ; Senfe^ the Brute's^ 
The Prefent is the Scanty Realm of Senfe ; 
The Future^ Reafoff^ Empire unconfin'd 5 
On That expending all her Godlike Power, 
She Plans, Provides, Expatiates, Triumphs, ^fc^re ^ 
There, builds her Blejfings ; There, expe(i her Pro^^* 

And 
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And nothing afks of Fortune^ or of Men. 
And what is Reafm f Be ihe» thus, defined > 
Reafon is Upright Stature in the ScuL 
Oh ! be a il£7»; — and firive' to be a God. 

"For what?(Thou fayfl:):Todamp the Joys of Life?'! 
No ; to ^ve Heart and Subftance to thy Joys. 
That Tyrant, Hope ; mark, how fhe domineers \ 
She bids us quit Realities, for Dreams ; 
Safety, and Peace, for Hazard, and Alarm ; 
That Tyrant o'er the Tyrants of the Soul, 
She, bids Ambition quit its taken Prize, 
Spurn the luxuriant Branch on which // fits, . 
Tho* bearing Crowns, to fpring at ^ftant Game \ 
And plunge in Toils, and Dangers — for Repofc. 
If fli?p^ precarious, and of Things, whcngain'd. 
Of Little Moment, and as Little Stay, 
Can fweeten Toils and Dangers into Joys ; 
What then, ^bat Hope, which nothing can defeat. 
Our Leave unalkM ? Rich Hope of boundlcfs Blifs! 
Blifs, paft MarCs Pow'r to psunt it j 'Time^^ to clofe! 

^bis Hope is Earth's moft eftimable Prize : 
^bis is Man's Portion, while no more than Man : 
HapCy of all Paffions, moft befriends us Here ; j 
Pafiions of Prouder Name befriend us Icfs, 
Joy has her ^ears ; and Tr an/port has her Death j 
Hope like a Cordial, innocent, tho' ftrong, 
Man's Heart, at once, infpirits^ and ferenes ; 

Nor 
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Nor makes him pay his Wifdom for his Joys ^ 
*Tis All, our prefcnt Sute can fafely bear-. 
Health to the Frame ! and Vigour to the Mind ! 
And to the modeft Eye chaftis'd Delight ! 
Lake the fair Summcr-Ev'ning, mild, and fweet f 
•Tis Man's full Cup 5 his Paradifc Below \ 

A bleft Hereafter, tbejtj or Hop'd, or Gain'd, 
Is All J— our JVhok of Happinefs : Full Proof, 
I chofe no trivial or inglorious Tbetne. 
And know, ye Foes to Song ! (well-meaning Men, 
Tho' quite forgotten f Half your Bibl^% Praife !) 
Important TrutbSy in fpite of Ferfe^ may pleafe : 
Grave Minds you praife ; nor can you praife too much ; 
If there is Weight in an Eternity, 
Jjct the Grave liftcn 5— and ht graver ftilL 

t The Poetical Pant of it. 
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THE 

COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT THE EIGHTH. 

VIRTUE'S Apology: 

O R 

7%e Man of the World Anfwered, 

In which are Confidcred, 

^e Love of This Life ; 

Tihe Ambition and Pleasure, with the 
Wit and Wisdom, of the World. 

AND has all Nattwe, Acri, efpous'd my Part ? 
Have I brib'd Heav'n, and Earth, to plead 
againft thee ? 
And is thy Sool Immertd ? — What remains ? 
All, All, Lorenzo ! — Make Innnorbl, Bleft '■' 

Unbleft Immortals ! — ^What can Ihock us mote?- ' 

And yet, Lorenzo ftUt afiefts /!>; ;r<?rii/} 

There^ 
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There, flows his Treafore ; Thence, bis Title draws, 
14m 0ftbe fFcrldl (for fiich wouldft thou be caU'd) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious Style ? 
Proud of Reproach ? For a Reproach it was^ 
In antientDays ; and Christian, — ^in an Age, 
When Men were Men, and not albam*d of Heaven, 
t^ir'd their Ambition, as it crown'd their Joy. 
Sprinkled with Dews from the CaJlaUan Font, 
Fain would I re-baptize thee, and confer 
A purer Spirit, and a nobler Name. 

Thy fond Attachments fatal, and inflamM, 
Point out my Path, and di<Sfaate to my Song : 
To Thee, the World bow Fair ! How ftrongly ftrikes 
Ambition I and gay Pleafure ftronger ftill ! 
Thy Triple Bane! the Triple Bolt that lay* 
Thy Virtue dead I Be Tbefc my Triple Themcj 
Nor fliall thy Wit^ or Hlfdom^ be forgot. 

Common the Theme ; not fo the Song ; if She 
My Song invokes, Urakia, deigns to fmile. 
The Charm that chains us to the World, her Foe, 
If Ihe dilTolvcs, the Man of Eartb^ at once,. 
Starts from his Trance, and fighs for other Scenes ; 
Scenes, where thefe Sparksof Nighty thefe Stars fhsiX^ 
Unnumbered Suns (for all things, as they are^ 
The Bleft behold) ; and, in one Glory, pour 
Their blended Blaze on Man's aftonifht Sight ; 
A Blaze,— the lead illuftrious Objedt There- 
in 
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Lorenzo ^ fince Eternd is at hand, 
^0 fwallow Time's Ambitions ; as the vaft 
■LeviatbaHj tht Bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming Billow • what avail 
High Titles, high Defcentj Attainments high, 
Ifuhattain'd owv Higheft? O Lorenzo! 
What lofty Thoughts^ thefe Elements above, 
What tow'ring Hopes, what Sallies from the Sun, 
What grand Surveys of Deftiny divine, 
And pompous Prefage of unfothom'd Fate, 
Should roll in Bofoms, where a Spirit burns. 
Bound for Eternity ! In Bofoms read 
fiy Him^ who Foibles in Archangels fees ! 
On humian Hearts H^ bends a jealous Eye, 
And marksj and in HeaV*n*s Regifter inrolls. 
The Rife^ and Progttfs, of each Option there -, 
Sacred to Doomfday ! That the Page unfolds. 
And Ipreads us to the Gaze of Gods and Men. 

And what an Option, O Lorenzo ! thine ? 
This World 1 and This, unrivaird by the Skies ' 
A World, where Luft of Pleafure^ Grandeur^ Gold^ 
Three Demons that divide its Realms between them. 
With Strokes alternate buffet to and fro 
Man's reftlefs Heart, their Sport, their flying Ball ; 
Till, with the giddy Circle, fick, and tir'd. 
It pants for Peace, and drops into Defpair. 
Such is the World Lorenzo fets abpvc 

Q^ That 
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That glorious Promife Angels were cftccm'd 
Too mean to bring ; a Promiic, their Adored 
Defcended to conununicate, and prefs. 
By Counfcl, Miracle, Life, Deadi, on Man. 
Such is the World Lx>r£Kzo's Wifdom woo^^ 
And on its thorny Pillow fecks Repofe ; 
A Pillow, which, Hkc Opiates ill-prepar'd^ 
Intoxicates, but not compofes ; fills 
The vifionary Mind with gay Chimeras, 
All the wild Tralh of Sleep, without the Reft ; 
What unfeign'd Travel, ami what Dreams of Joy ! 

How frail, Men, Things ! How momentary, Both ! 
Fantaftic Chaqe, of Shadows hunting Shades ! 
The Gay^ the Bufy^ equal, tho* unlike j 
Equal in Wifdom, differently wife ! 
Thro\igh flow'ry Meadows, and through dreary Wafes, 
One BufUing, and One Dancing, into Death. 
There's not a Day, but, to the Man of Thought, 
Betrays fome Secret, that throws new Reproach 
On Life, aiid makes him Cick of feeing more. 
The Scenes of Bu^nefs tell us — " What are Meni'* 
The Scenes of Pleafure—^' What is AU befidc ^ 
^bere Others we deQ)ife j and Here^ Ourfclvcs. 
Amid Difguft eternal, dwells Delight ? 
*Tis ^4pproiatian ftrikes the String of Jgy. 

What wondrous Prize has kindled this Career, 
Stuns with the pin, and ch^s us with the Dufi:, 
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t>ti Life's gay Stage, one loch above .the Grave ? 

^he Proud run up and down in.queft of .Eyes j 

The Senfual in pwfuit of fon)<jbipg wprfe \ 

*r|ic Grcroe^ of Gold 5 the Politic y of Power % 

And All, of pt.her Butteries, as vain ! 

As Eddies draw things frivoloys, and lighti 

How is JX^iui's Heart. by Vanity drawn in ; 

On the fwift Circle pf returning Toys, 

Whirrd, Strawrlite^ roupdand round, and then ingulph'cl^ 

Where gay Delufion darkens to Defpair ! 

*« This is a heatm Trackr-^h This a Track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough, 
Till enough learnt the Truths it would infpire. 
Shall Trutjh.be/ilent, Jjecaufe ^oWy frowns f 
Turn the World's^ Hiftory ; . w^t find we there, 
l&MtFortune\ Sports, or Nature^ cruel Claims, 
Or Woman^s Attifice, or Matfs Revenge, 
And cndlcfs Inhumanities on Man ? . 
Famc^s Trumpet feldom founds,. but, like the Kndl, 
It. brings had Tidings : How it hourly Wows 
Man's Mif^yentuncs round the lift'ijing Wx^rld 1 
Maais the Tale pf narrative old Timey 
Sad Tale ! which high as P^r^ifehf^ms. 5 
As if, the Toil of Travel to delude. 
From Stage to.Stage, in his eternal^Round, 
The Days^ bis Daughters, as they ipin our Hcaj»5 
On Fortune's Wheel, whjcirc Accident untho^ght 
Oft, in a Moment, fnaps Ufc*s Jbrongeft XJu3!>4i 

0^2 Each^ 
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Each, in her Turn, fomc tragic Story tells. 
With, now-and-then, a wretched Farce between ; 
And fills his Chronicle with humjui Woes. 

Time's Daughters, True as thofc of Men, deceive us 5 
Not One, but puts fome Cheat on all Mankind ; 
While in their Fatber^i Bofom, not yet OurSj 
They flatter our fond Hopes -, and promife much 
Of An^iable ; but hold him not o'er-wife. 
Who dares to truft them •, and laugh round the Year, 
At ftill-confiding, ftill-confounded, Man, 
Confiding, tho' confounded ; hoping on. 
Untaught by Trial, unconvinced by Proof, 
And Ever-looking for the Never-feen. 
Life to the laft, like hardened Felons, lyes j 
Nor owns itfclf a Cheat, till It expires. 
Its little Joys go out by One and One, 
And leave poor Man, at length, in perfeft Night; 
Night darker, than what, now^ involves the Pole. 

O THOU, who doft permit thefe Ills to fall, 
For graciousEnd$,andwouldft, that Man (hould mourn ! 
O THOU, whofe Hand this goodly Fabric framed, 
Who know'ftit belt, and wouldft, that Man fhouldknow! 
What is this fublunary World ? A Vapour ; 
A Vapour all it holds ; itfelf, a Vapour \ 
From the damp Bed of Chaos, by Thy Beam 
Exhal'd, ordain'd to fwim its deftin'd Hour 
In ambient Air, then melt, and difappear. 
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EartVs Day$ are numbered, nor remote her Doom \ 
As Mort^, tho* lefs Tranfient, than her Sons \ 
Yet they doat on her, as the World and They 
Were both Eternal, Solid ; TH OU, a Dream, 

They doat, oci What ? Immortal Views apart, 
A Region of Outfides ! a Land of Shadows ! 
A fruitful Field of flow'ry Promifes ! 
A Wildernefs for Joys ! perplext with Doubts, 
And (harp with Thorns ! A troubled Ocean^ fpread 
With bold Adventurers, their All on Board ; 
No fecond Hope, if here their Fortune frowns ; 
Frown foon it muji. Of various Rates they fail, 
Of Enfigns various -, All alike in This, 
All reftlefs, anxious ; toft with Hopes, and Fears, 
In calmeft Skies j obnoxious All to Storm ; 
And ftormy the moft genVal Blaft of Life : 
All bound for Happinefs ; yet Few provide 
The Chart oiKnowkgCj pointing where it lies j 
Or Virtue'''^ Helm, to ftiape the Courfe defign'd ; 
Ally more or lefs, capricious F^te lament. 
Now lifted by the Tide, and now reforb*d. 
And farther from their Wifhes, than before : 
AUy more or lefs, againft each other dafh. 
To mutual Hurt, by Gyfts of Paffion driven. 
And fuflf* ring more frow Folly, than from Fate, 

Ocean ! Thou dreadful, and tumultuous Home 
Of Pangers, at eternal War with Man ! 

0,3 Deatb'% 
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Death's CvL^iuli where mofl: he domineers^ 
With all his choien Terrors frowning rounds 
(Tho' lately feiftcd high at • JUnon's Colt) 
Wide-ap*ning, .and loud-roaring ftill for more ! 
Too faithful Mirror ! how doft thou rcfleft 
The melancholy Face of human Life ! 
O.he ftrong Reftmblance tempts ifte fkrth'er ftai j 
And, haply, Brifain may be deeper ftrudc 
By m&raiTruthy in fuch a Mirror fceiii 
Which Nature holds for ever at hct Eye. 

Self-flattef'd, tmiexpericnc'd', hi^ in Hope, 
WhenJ^tf/zj-sWith lai^ine Chca^, and Stireintosgay, 
We Cut our Cable, launch into the World, 
And fondly dream each Wind and Stafoiir FriciMi 
All, in fome darling Enterprize cmBarkt : 
But where is he can fathom its Event ? 
Amid a Multitude of artlrfs Hands^ 
Ruin\ lure Perqiiifite ! her lawhll Prize!' 
^ome ftter ^ight i but the black Blaft blows hard^ 
And puffs them Wide of Hope : With Hfeafts of PM 
Full againft Wind, and Tide, yife^ win thcif Way \ 
And when, ftrong Effort has ddferv^d the l^ort. 
And tugged it into Vie^, *us won ! ^tis Ibft! 
Tho* ftrong their Oar, fKIl ftrong6r is theil- tiXt : 
They ftrike ; and while they triuttiph, they explte* 
In Strefs of Weather, Moft -, Some fink outright ; 
P'cr them, and &ti^ theif N«mes, die §ill6wS dfiie 5 



f Admtnl BaUben^ Sec. 
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To-morrow knows not they, were ever born. 
Others a fhort Memorial leavr behind; 
Like a Flag floating, when the Bark's ingulph'd ; 
It iloats a Moment, and is fecn.no more : 
One Cjesahl lives; athoufend are forgot 
How Few, teneath aufpicious Planets bom, 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond Fate's Eleft !) 
With fwelling Sails make good the promised Port, 
With all their Wiflies^ freighted! Yet even Thefe, 
Freighted with all their Wifhes, foon complain j 
Free from Misfortune^ not fxom Nature free. 
They ftiU are Men ; and when is Man fccure ? 
As fatal 7i>w, as &<?rw / theRufh of Years • 
Beats dowa their Strength ; their numberlefs Efcapes 
In Ruin end: And, now, their proud Succefs 
But plants itete? Terrors on the Vigor's Brow : 
What Pain to quit the Worlds juft made their own. 
Their Neft fo deeply down'di and built fo high! 
Too tow they build, who build beneath the Stars. 

Woe then apart (if Woe apart can be 
From mortal Man^, and Fortune at our Nod, 
The Gay ! Rich ! Great ! Triumphant ! and Augufl: ! 
What are they ?-— The maft happy (ftrange to fay !) 
Convince me moft of human Mifery : 
What are they ? Smiling Wretches of To-morrow ! 
More wretched, then, than e'er their Slave caA be y 
Their treach'rous Bieflings, at the Day oF Need, 
L,ike other faithlefs Friends, unmalk, and fling : 
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^hiTty what provoking Indigence in Wealth ! 
What aggravated Impotence in Power ! 
High Titles, then^ what Infuit of their Pain ! 
If that folc Anchor, equal to the Waves, 
hnmortalH$pe 1 defies not the rude Sccrniy 
Takes Comfort from the foaming Billow's Rage. 
And makes a welcome Harbour of the Tomb. 

This is a Sketch of what thy Soul admires : 
♦* But here (thou fayft) the Miferies of Life 
•* Are huddled in a Group. A more diftinft 
** Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better News.** 
Look on Life's Stages ; they fpeak plainer ftill \ 
The plainer They, the deeper wilt Thou figh. 
Look on thy Ipvely Boy \ in him behold 
The Beft that can befall the Beft on Earth ; 
The Boy has Virtue by his Mother^s Side : 
Yes, on Flo^ellq look ; a Fathefs Heart 
Is tender, thp' the A^»'s is made of Stone ; 
The Truth, through fuch a Medium feen, may make 
Impreffion deep, and Fondnefs prove thy Friend, 

Florello lately caft on this rude Coaft 
.A helplefs Infant j now a heedlefs Child; 
To poor Clarissa's Throes, thy Care fucceeds; 
Care fyll of Love, and yet fevcre as Hate ! 
O'er thy Soul's Joy how oft thy Fpndnefs frowns ! 
Needful -Aufterities his Will reftrain ; 
As Thorns fence in the tender Flapt from Harm, 



As 
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As yet, his Reafon cannot go alone ; 
But alks a fternerNurfe to lead it on. 
His little Heart is often terrify'd j 
The Blufh of Morning, in his Cheek, turns pale ; 
Its pearly Dew-drop trembles in his Eye 5 
His harmlefs Eye ! and drowns an Angel there. 
Ah ! what avails his Innocence; ? the Talk 
Injoin'd muft difcipline his early Powers •> 
He learns to figh, ere he is known to fin | 
Guiltlcfs, and fad ! A Wretch before the Fall ! 
How cruel this ! More cruel to forbear. 
Our Nature fuch, with necejfary Pains, 
We purchafe Profpefts of precarious Peace : 
Tho* not a Father y This might ileal a Sigh. 

Suppofe him difciplin'd aright (if not^ 
Twill fink our poor Account to poorer ftill)5 
Ripe from the Tutor, proud of Liberty, 
He leaps Inclofure, bounds into the World 5 
The World is taken, after Ten Years Toil, ^ 
Like antient ^roy ; aqd all its Joys his own. 
Alas ! the World's a Tutor more fevere 5 
Its Leflbns hard, and ill deferve his Pains ; 
Unteaching Ail his virtuous Nature taught. 
Or Books (fair Virtue's Advocates !) infpir'd. 

For who receives hiip into pyblic Life ? 
Men of , the Worlds the Terrx^filial Breed, 

Welcome 
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Wckomc the modcft Stranger to their Sphere, 
(Which glitter'd long, at Diftancc, in his Sight) 
And, in their hofpitable Arms, inclofe : 
Men, who dtink nought fo ftrong of the Romance, 
So rank Knigjit-crrant, as a Real Friend : 
Men, thataA up t?o Reafon*% Golden R^lc, 
All Wcaknefi oi JfiaimcfixVLt fubdu'd : 
Men, that would blufh at being thought fincere^ 
And feign, for Glory, they«e? Faults they want; 
That love a Lye, where Truth would pay as well % 
As if, to Them-, Vice flione her own Reward. 

LoRENZOr!' canft diou bear a fhocking Si^t ? 
Suchj for FLOfcELEO*s fake>.*twiH now appear: 
See, the fteel'd Files of k^SocCA Veterans, 
Train'd to the World,, in bumifht FaUhood bright; 
Deep in the fatal Stratagems of Peace ; 
All foftSenfation^ in the Throng, rubbed off; 
All their keen Plirpofe, in Politcncfe, ^padi*d ; 
His Friends eternal — during Interdi ; 
His Foes implacable — ^when wordi their while ; 
At War with ev*ry Welfare, but their own •, 
As wife as LtrciPER ; and half as good ; 
And by whom, none, bur LxyciPER, can gain-*' 
Naked, through Thefc {h common Fate ordains), 
Naked of Heart, his cruel Courfe he runs^ 
Stung out of All, moft amiable in Life, 
Prompt Truths and epenThought,andSmiles unfe^^^^J 

2 AfFcdion, 
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Affe6UoBj as his Species^ widc-diffus'd ; 
Noble Pfefumptions to Mankind's Renown; 
Ingenuous Tniftv and Confidence of Love. 

Thcfe Claims to Joy (if Mortals Joy might daim) 
Will coft him maiiy a Si^ ; till Tim^,^ and Pains, 
Fromthe flow Miftrcfs of this School, Experience^ 
And her Afliibnt, paufing, pale, IHJlrufty 
Purchafe a dear-bdught Clue to lead his Youth, 
Through fefpentine OWiquitics of Life, 
And the dark Labyrinth of human Hearts. 
And happy, if the Clue fhall come fo cheap ; 
For, whik we learn to fence with PoWic Guilt, 
Full oft we feel its fbul Contagion too. 
If lefs than heav*n!y Virtue is our Guard. 
Thus, aftrangeKind of curftNeceflity 
Brings down the fterfihg 'temper of his Souf, 
By bafe Alloy, tlo bear the current Stamp, 
helm calM Wiffiloift ; fiidcs him into Safety ; 
And brands him into Credit with the ff^crld i 
Where fpecious fides dignify Di%wce, 
And Nature's Injuries are Arts of Life ; 
Where brl^ter Reafon prompts to bolder Crimes j 
And hcat'nly Talents make Infernal Hearts ; 
That unfurftiountabte Extreme of Gnik ! 

Poor Mach^avel ! who laboured hard his Plan, 
Fofgbf, that Geiiiiis needs not gato School •, 
Forgot, that Man, Ivkhout a Tutor wife, 

V ^ His 
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His Plan had praftis'd, long before 'twas writ. 
The World*s all Title-page^ thcre^s no Contents ; 
The World's all Face •, the Man who fhews his Hearty 
Is whooted for his Nudities, and fcorn'd, 
A Man I knew, who liv'd upon a Smile j ' 

And well it fed him -, he looked plump and fdr j 
While rankeft Venom foam'd through ev'ry Vein* 
Lorenzo ! what I tell thee, take not ill ! 
Living, he fawned on ev'ry Fool alive ; 
And, Dying, cursed the Friend on whom he liv'd. 
To fuch Proficients thou art half a Saint, 
In foreign Realms (for thou haft travelled far) 
How curious to contemplate Two St^tc-Rooks, 
Studious their Ncfts to feather in a trice. 
With all the Necromantics of their Art, 
Playing the Game of Faces on each other. 
Making Court Sweet-meats of their latent Gall, 
In foolilh Hope, to fteal each other's Truft ; 
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceived ; 
And, fometimes, both (let Earth rejoice) undone ! 
Their Parts we doubt not ; but be That their Shame 5 
Shall Men of Talents, fit to rule Mankind, 
Stoop to mean Wiles, that would difgrace a FoqI ? 
And lofe the Thanks of thofe few Friends they fcrve ? 
For who can thank the Man, he cannot y^^ ? 

Why fo much Cover ? It defeats itfelf 
Ye, that know all things ! know ye not. Men's Hearts ' 
Are therefore known, becaufe they are conceal'd ? 

For 
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For why conccard ?-^Thc Caufe they need not tdl. 
I give Him Joy^ that's aukward at a Lye ; 
Whofe feeble Nature Tr^/ifc keeps ftiU in Awe \ 
His Incapacity is his Renown. 
•Tis Great, 'tis Manly, to difdain Bifguife ; 
It fhews our Spirit, or it proves our Strength. 
Thou fayft, 'Tis needful: Is it therefore right ? 
Howe'er, I grant it feme fmall Sign of Grace, 
To ftrain at an Excufe : And wouldft thou then 
Efcape that cruel Need? Thou mayft, with Eafe ; 
Think no Poft needful that demands a Knave. 
When late our Civil Helm was Ihifting Hands, 
So P thought : Thinii better if you can. 

But This, how rare ! the public Path of Life 
Is dirty : — Yet, allow that Dirt its Due, 
It makes the Noble Mind more noble ftill : ' 
1 he World's no Neuter ; it will wound or favc ; 
Our Virtue quench, or Indignation fire. 
Tou fay ; the World, well-known, will make a Afo».;— 
The World, well-known, will give our Hearts to Heaven, 
Cr make us Demons j long before we Die. 

To fliew how fair the. World, thy Mftrefsy (hines,* 
Take eitber Part, fure Ills attend the Choice j 
Sure, tho* not equal. Detriment enfues. 
Not Firtue-kK is Deify 'd on Earth ; 
^/r/«^ lias her Relapfes, Conflidb, Foes ; ^' 

Foes, tliat ne'er fail to m^e her feel their Hate. 

yirtue 
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Virtue has her peculiar Set of Pains ; 
True; Friends to Vir^e, Iqftj saidkajtj conipiaini 
But if They Sigh, can Others hope to Smile i 
If Wifdom has her Miferies to mourn. 
How can ^poat Folly lead a happy Life ? 
And if Both fuffer, what has £arth to boaft. 
Where he moft Happy, who the leajt Laments ? 
Where mucby much Patience, the moft envy'd State, 
Andyj^fV^Forgivenefs, needs, thebeiltof Friends? 
For Friend, or happy Life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither ihall he find the Shadow here. 

The World's fwom Advocate, without a Fee, 
Lorenzo fmartly, with a Smile, replies ; ^ 
•* Thus far thy Song is right; and All muft own, 
** Virtue bos her peculiar Set of Pains. -^ 
•* And Joys peculiar who to Vice denies ? 
** If Vice it Js, with Nature to comply t 
^ylfPride^ and Senf^ty arc fo predominant, 
^^ To cheeky not overcome^ them> m^kss a Saint, 
^ Can Nature in a plainer Voice proclaiai 
** PleafureyZndJShryi the Chief Good of Man?* 

QfiXiPride^ 9iindSenfu(^it/y rejoice? 
From Purify of Thought, all Pleafure Ipriijgs j 
And, from an hjambk Spirit, all. our P^^^^, 
Ambition^ Pleafure ! let us taljc of Thefe : 
Of Thefe, thePoRCH, and Acadimy, talk'd; 
Pf Thafi^ ;«ad>.fi)Jiowiog Age had niuc|ttp.%3 



Tct 
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Yet uncxhaulted, iUlI, the needful Theme. 
Who talks of *Thefi^ to Mankind all at once 
He talks; for where the Saint from either finee ? 
Are Thefe thy Refi^ ?— No 5 Thefe rufii upon ihee^ 
Thy Vitals feize, and VulturAJkty devour : 
rU try, if I can pluck thee from thy Rode, 
Prometheus I from this barren Ball erf". Earth ; 
If Reafon can unchain thee, thou art ir^. 

And, firft, xhy Cau^afuSy Ambition calls; 
Mountain of Torments ! Eminence of Woes I 
Of eourted Woes ! and courted through MiftakeT ' 
'Tis cot Ambition charms thee; 'tis a Cheat 

Will make thee ftart, as H at his Afiw. 

Doft grafp at Greatnefs ? Firft, know what it is: 
Thirtk'ft thou thy Grjamefs in Diftrnahm lies ? 
Not in the Feather, wave it ae'er fo high, 
. By Fortune ftuck, to mark us from the Throng, 
Is Glory lodg'd : 'Tis lodged in AeRfverfe';. 
In that which joins, in that which equals. All, 
The Monarch, and his Slave ; — " A Deathlefs-Sonl, 
•* Unbounded Profpca, and Immortal Kin, 
« A Father God, and Brothers in^he Skies ;"' 
Elder, indeed, in Time ; but lefs xeinote 
In Excellence, perhaps, than thought jb% Man; 
Why greater What can FalJ, than What can Rife ? 

If ftill delirious, now, Lorbnzo ! go ; 
And with thy full-blown Brothersof ^he fForJdj 

Thxwr 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



256 7Z^ C O M P L A I N T: Night Via 
Throw Scorn around thee ; caft it on thy Slaves 5 
Thy Slaves, and Equals ; How Scorn caft on Them 
Rebounds on Thee ! If Man is mean, as Man, 
Art thou a God ? If Fortune makes him fo. 
Beware the Confequence : AMasdmThat, 
Which draws a monftrous Pifture of Mankind, 
Where, in the Drapery, the Man is loft; 
Externals fliittVing, and the Soul forgot. 
Thy greatcft Glory when difpos'd to Boaft, 
Boaft JTi&i?/ aloud, in which thy Servants (hare. 

We wifely ftrip the Steed we mean to buy ; 
Judge we, in thcirCaparilbns, of Men? 
It nought avails thee, JVhere^ but IfHifat^ thou art ; 
All the Diftinftions of this little Life 
Are quite Cutaneous, foreign to the Man. 
When, through Death's Streights, Eartb\ fubtil Serpents 
Which wriggle into Wealth, or climb Renown, [creep^ 
As crooked iSij/tf» the Forbidden Tree, 
They leave their party-colour*d Robe behind. 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen Crefts, and hifs at us below. 
Of Fortune's jF«f«w ftrip them, yet alive ; 
Strip them of- Body, too ; nay, clofer ftill. 
Away with all, but Mf^al^ in their Minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impofe their Name, 
Pronounce, them Weak, or Worthy ; Great, or Mean, 
How mean that SnufF of Glory Fortune X\^\x.%^ 
And Death puu out I Doft Thou dfcmand a Tcft, 

ATeft, 
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A Teft, at once, infallible^ and fhort ^ 
Of real Greatncfs ? That Man Greatly livcs^ 
Whatever his Fate, or Fame, who Greatly dies ; 
High-flulh*d with Hope, where Heroes fhall defpain 
If This a true Criterion, Many Courts^ 
Illufhious, might afford but f^ Grandee^. 

Th* Almighty, from his Throne, on Earth furveys 
Nought Greater, thananHoneft, Humble Heart ^ 
An Humble Hearty His Refidcncc ! pronounced 
His fecond Seat, and Rival to the Skits. 
The private Path, the fecret Afts of Men, 
If noble, far the nobleft of our Lives ! 
How far above Lorenzo's Glory fits 
Th* illuftrious Matter of a Name unknown *, 
Whofe Worth unrivall'd, and unwitnefs'd, loves 
Life's facred Shades, where Gods converfc with Men ; 
And Peace^ beyond the World's Conception, fmilcs ! 
As Thou (now dark), before we part, fhalt fee. 

But thy Great Soul this Jlulking Glory fcorns. 
Lorenzo's fick, but when Lorenzo's feen ; 
And, when he Ihrugs at public Bus'nefs, lyes, 
Den/d the public Eye, the public Voice, 
As if he liv'd on others Breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the Earth his Pedeftal> 
Mankind the Gazers, the fole Figure, He. 
Knows he, that Mankind praife againft their Will, 
And mix as much Detradlion as tliey can ? 

R Kaows 
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Knows he, that faithlefs Fame her Whiiper has^ 
As well as Trumpet ? That his Vanity 
Is fo much tickled from not hearing y^.? 
Knows this AU-Knower, that from Itch of Prailcj 
Or, from an Itch more fordid, when he fliincs. 
Taking his Country by Five hundred Ears, 
Senates at once admire him, and deipiie. 
With modeft Laughter lining loud Applaufe, . 
Which makes the Smile more mortal to his Fame? 
His Fame^ which (like the mighty Cje%ak\ cwwn'd 
With Laurels, in full Senate, greatly falls, ^ 
By feetning Friends^ that honour^ and deftroy. 
"^e rife in Glory^ as we fmk in Pride : 
Where Boafting cnds^ there Digmty begins : 
And yet, miftaken beyond all Miftake, 
The blind Lorenzo^s proudr— of being Proud i 
And dreams Hmfclf Ascending in his FalL 

An Eminence, though fanfy'd, turns the Brainy 
All Vice "^zxiXs Hellebore \ but, of all Vice, 
Pride loudcft calls^ Mid for the largcft Bowl j 
Becaufe, all other Vice unlike, it flies. 
In Fa£i, the Point, in Fancy moft purfu'd. 
Who court Applaufe, oblige the World in thisy 
They gratify Man's Paflion to refufe. 
Superior Honour, when ajfum'd^ is loft i 
Ev*n Good Men turn Banditti^ and rejoice, 
Lilce Kouli-Kan, in Plunder of the Proud/ 
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iThb* fomewhat difconcerted, fteady ftill 
To the PTorlJ's Caufe, with half a Face of Joy, 
Lorenzo cries-^** Be, then, ^;;;^/V/^» caft -, 
" Ambition's Dearer far flands unimpeachM, 
" Gay Pkafure ! Proud AmUtwn is her Slave -, 
" For Her, he foars at Gnai^ and hazards ///•, 
" For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 
" And paves his Way, with Crownsi to reach Her Smile; 
« Who can refift Her Charms V— Or, Jhould? Lorenzo!^ 
What Morti^ fliall refift, where Angels yield ? 
Pleafure*s the Miftrefs of Ethereal Powers ; 
For Her contend the Rival Gods above ; 
Pleafure^k the Miftrefs of the World below ; 
And wdl it is for Man, that Pkafure charms ; 
How woiild All ftagnate, but for Pkafure'% Ray ! 
How would the frozen Stream of Adion ceafe 1 
What is the Pulfe of this fo bufy World ? 
The Love of Pkafure : Thatj thro' ev'ry Vein, 
Throws Motion, Warmth ; aiid Ihuts out Death from Life* 

. Tho* various are the Tempers of Mankind, 
Pkafure^s gay Family holds all in Chains : 
Some nioft afleftthe Black y and fome, the Fair; 
Some honeftPZ^^y^r^ court ; and Ibme, obfcene, 
Pleafures obftene are various, as the Throng 
Of Paflionsi that can err in human Hearts; 
NEftake their Objefts, or tranigrefs their JBounds. 
Think you there's but 0»tf Whoredom? Whoredom, All, 

R 2 But 
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But when opr Rsafon licenTes Delight. 

Doft doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou (halt doubt no mote. 

Thy Father chides thy Gallantries ; yet hi^gs 

An ugly, common Harlot, in the Dark. 

A rank Adulterer with others GoId\ 

And that Hag, Fengeancey in a Comer, charms. 

Haired her Brothel has, as well as Love, 

Where horrid Epicures debauch in Blood. 

Whatever the Motive, Pleafure is the Mark ; 

For Her, the black AflafTin draws his Sword i 

For Her, dark Statefmen trim their Midnight Lamp, 

To which no Jingle Sacrifice may fall ; 

For Her, the Saint abftains^ the Mifer ftarves ; 

The Stoic proud, for Pleafure, Pleafure fcom'd •, 

For Her, JjffliSiotf^ Daughters Grief indulge. 

And find, or hope, a Luxury in Tears ; 

For Her, Guilt, Shame, Toil, Danger, we defy; 

And, with an Aim voluptuous^ rufh on Death* 

Thus univerfal her defpotic Power. 

And as Ker Empire wide, her Praife is juft. 
Patron of Pleafure ! Doater on Delight ! 
I am thy Rival j Pleafure I profefs ; 
Pleafure, the Purpofe of my gloomy Song. 
Pleafure is nought but Virtue's gayer Name ; 
I wrong her flill, I rate her Worth too low j 
Virtue the Root, and Pleafure is the Flower j 
And honcft Epicurus' Foes were Foob. 



But 
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But this founds har(h, and gives the If^fe Offence ; 
If o*crflT2un*d Wifdom dill retains the Name^ 
How knits Jufterity her cloudy Brow, 
And blames, asbold, and hazardous, the Praife 
Of PleafurCj to Mankind, unpraifJj too dear I 
Ye modem Stoics ! hear my foft Reply % 
TJicir Scnfes Men will truft : We can*t impofe i 
Or, if we could, is Impofition right ? 
(3wn Honey fweet ; but, owning, add this Stingy 
" When mixt with Poifon, it is deadly too." 
Truth never was indebted to a Lye. 
Is nought but Virtue to be prais*d, as Good ? 
Why then is Health preferred before Difeafe ? 
What Nature loves is Good, without our Leave. 
And where no future Drawback cries, ** Beware ;** 
Plea/ure^ though not from Virtue, Jhould prevail. 
'Tis Balm to Life, and Gratitude to Heaven ; 
How cold our Thanks for Bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The Love of Pleafure is Man's Eldeft-born, 
Bom in his Cradle, living to his Tomb 5 
Wifdohiy hsx younger S\&.tVy thq* more grave^ 
Was meant to minifter^ and not to mar. 
Imperial Pleafure^ Queen of human Hearts. 

r 

Lorenzo! Thoii, her Majefly*s renown'd, . 
Tho* uncoift, Couqfel, learned in the World t 
Who think*fl thyfelf a Murray, withDifdaln 
Mayft look on m^. Yet^ my Demosthenes ! 

R 3 Canft 
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Canft thou plead Keafuri% Caufc as well as I ? ' 
Know'ft thou her 'Nature^ Purpofe^ P^entage ? 
Attend my Song, and thou Ihalt know them all ; 
And know Thyfelf, and know thyfelf to be 
(Strange Truth !) the moft abftemious Man alive. 
Tell not Calista ; fhe will laugh thee dead ; 

Or fend thee to her Hermitage with L . 

Abfurd Prefumption ! Thou, who never kncw'ft 
A ferious Thought ! (halt thou dare dream of Joy ?; 
No Man e'er found a happy Ufe by Chance, 
Or yawn'd it into Being, with a Wifh ; 
Or, with the Snout of grov'iing Appetite^ 
E'er fmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the Dirt. 
An Art it is^ and muft be learnt ; and learnt 
With unremitting Effort, or be loff •, 
And leave us perfeft Blockheads, in our Blifi. 
The Clouds may dfop down Titles and Eftates ; 
Wealth may feek Us ; but Wifdom niuft be Sought j 
Sought before All ; but (how unlike All elfe 
We {t^ on Earth !) 'tis never fought in vain. 

Vix^^Pleafur^s Birth, Rife, Strcngth,andGrandciir fee: 
Brought forth by Wifdom^ nurft by Difcipline^ 
By Patience tau^hty by Perfeverance crown*d^ 
She rears her Head majcftic ; round her Throne 
Ereded in the Bofom of the Jyft, 
Each Virtue, lifted, forms'hcr manly Guard. 
For what are Firtues ? (Formidable Name ! ) 
What, but the Fountain^ or Defence, of Joy ? 
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Why, then, commanded ? Need Mankind Commands* 

At once to merits and to mah^ their Blils ? 

Gre^t Legiflator \ Scarce fo Great, as Kind | 

If Men are rational, and love Delight, 

Thy gracious Law but flatters htiman Choice \ 

In the Tranjfgreflioo lies the Penjilty ; 

And they the moft indglge, who mod obey, '^ 

Of Pkafiifty next, the final Caufe explore ; 
Its mighty Purfofcy its important End. 
Not to turn Human brutal, but to. build 
Divine on Human^ Pkafure came from Heaven. 
In Aid tQ Reafon was the Goddefs fent y 
To call up all its Strength by fuch a Charm. 
Pkafure^ firft, fuccours Virtue \ in Return,, 
Virtue gives Pkafure an eternal Reign.. 
What, but the Pkafure of Food, Friendfliip, Faith,, 
Supports Life Nafral^ Civily and Divine ? 
• ris from the Pleafure of Repaft, we live ; 
'Tis from the Pleafure of Applaufe, we pleafe | 
'Tis from the Pleafure of Belief, we pray 
(AH PrayV would ccafc,, if unbcliev'd the Prize) : 
It fcrves ourfelves, our Species, and our God ;. 
And to ferve more, i& paft the Sphere of Man.' 
Glide, then, for ever, Pleafure*s facred Stream ! 
Through Eden^, as Euphrates ran. It runs,. 
And fofters ev*ry Growth of Happy Life ; 

Makes a new Eden where it flows-,: but fuch 

As muji be Loft, Lorenzo ! by thy. Fall. 

R 4. ^^WbMt 
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** IFbat mean I by thy Ftf/?.?*'— Thou'lt Ihortly fee, 
tVhilc Pleafure*s Nature is at large difplay'd ; 
Already iung her Origin^ and Ends. 
Thofe glorious Ends, by Kind, or by Degree, 
When Pleafure violates, 'tis then a Vice, 
And Vengeance too ; it haftens into Pain. 
From due Rclrcfhment, Life, Health, Rcafbn, Joy ; 
From wild Excefs, Pain, Grief, Diftraftion, Death ; 
Heav'n*s Juftice this proclaims, and that her Love. 
What greater Evil can I wifh my Foe, 
Than his full Draught of Pleafure, from a Cafk 
Unbroach'd by juft Authority ^ ungaug*d 
By Temperance^ by Reafon unrefin*d ? 
A-jhoufand Demons lurk within the Lee. . 
Htav'n, Others, and Ourfclves ! Uninjur'd Tbefe^ 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the ;nore Divinfc \ 
Angels are Angels from Indulgence there ; 
*Tis Unrepenting Pleafure makes a God. 

Doft think thyfelf a God from other Joys ? 
A Vidtim rather ! fhortly fure to bleed. 
The Wrong «w^mourn : Can Heav'n's Appointment f^*^ 
Can Man outwit Omnipotence ? ftrike out 
A Self'Wrought Happinefs unmeant by Him 
Who made Us, and the World we would enjoy ^ 
Who forrtis an Inftrument,. ordains from whence 
Its Diflbnance, or Harnwny, fhall rife. 
Heav'n bid the Soul this mortal Frame inlpiit ; 

• ' Bid 
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Bid Virtue's Ray divine infpirc the Soul 

Widi unprecarious Flows of vital Joy \ 

And, without Breathing, Man as well might hope 

For Life, as, without Piety, for Peace 

" Is Virtue^ then, and ?ktf the fanie ?"— 
No ; Piety is more ; *tis Virtue's Source ; 
Mother of cv'ry Worth, as That of Joy. 
Mm of the World this Doftrinc ill digeft i 
They fmilc at Piety ; yet boaft aloud 
Good-Will to Men \ nor know, they ftrivc to part 
AVhat Nature yM& ; and thus confute Themfelvcs, 
With P/>/y begins all Good on Earth ; 
'Tis the Firft-bom of Rationality. 
Confcience^ her firft Law broken, wounded lies j 
Enfeebkd, Lifelels, Impotent to Good ; 
A feign'd AfFeftion bounds her utmoft Power. 
Some we can't love, but for th' Almighty's Sake 5 
A Foe to God was ne'er true Friend to Man ; 
Some iinifter Intent t^nts all he does. 
And, in his Kindeft Actions, he's Unkind. 

On Piety, Humanity is built ; 
And, on Humanity, much Happinefs j 
And yet ftill more on Piety itfelf. 
A Soul in Commerce with her God, is Heaven ; 
Feels not the Tumults and the Shocks of Life ; 
The Whirls of Paffions, and the Strokes of Heart, 
A Deity bcliev'd, is Joy begun j 

A Deity 
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A Ddty ador'd, is Joy advanc'd ; 
A Deity bclov'd, is Joy matured. 
Each Branch of Piety Ddight ioipircs ; 
Faith builds a Bridge fixim This World to thcNexr^ 
0*er Dcadi's dark Gulph, and all its Horror hides j 
Praifcy the fwect Exhaladon of cur Joy, 
That Joy exalts, and makes it fweeter ftill \ 
Trafr ardent opens Heaven, kts down a Stream 
Of Glory on the confecrated Hour 
Of Man, in Audience with the Deity. 
Whoworfliips xkt Great God^ that Inftantjdns 
The Firft in Heav'ri, and fcts his Foot on Hell, 

Lorenzo ! when waft Thou at Church before ? 
Thou i^iinkTi the Service Long : But is it Juft ? 
Tho* Juft, UnwdcoBie : Thou hajfil rather tread 
UnhaUonar?d Ground ;' the Mufe> to win thfae Ear, 
Muft take an Air kfs Solemn : She complies. 
Good Confcience I at the Sound tke fFarid fetires j. 
Vcrfcdifaflfefts it, and Lorenzo fmilcs; 
Yet has fhe her Seraglio full of Charms ; 
And fuch as Age fhall Heighten, not Impair, 
Art thou dejefted ? Is thy Mind o*erca& ? 
Amid her Fair Ones, thou the Faireft chufe,. 
To chafe thy Gloom. — *^ Go, fix fome weighty Trutb): 
** Chain down fome Paffion 5 do (omtgeifrous Good\ 
*' Teach Ignorance to fee, or Grief to fmilc ; 
" Cbrrefl: thy Friend ; befriend thy greateft Foe\ 
^* Or, with warm Heartj^^and Confidence divine^ 

"Spring 
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*' Springup,and lay ftrong hold onHim who madeThcc/'-- 
Thy Gloom is fqatter'd, fprightly Spirits flow ; 
Tho' witherM is thy Vine, and Harp unftrung. 

Doft call the Bowl, the Viol, and the Dance, 
Loud Mirth, mad Laughter ? Wretched Comforters I 
Phyficians ! morejhan Half of thy Difeafe. 
Laughter^ tho* never cenfur*d yet as Sin 
(Pardpn a Thought that onlyfeems fevcre), 
Is half-immoral : Is it much indulged ? • 

By venting Spleen, qr diflipating Thought, 
It (hews a Scomer^ or it makes a Feoli - * 

And fins, as hurting Others, or Ourfclves. 
^isPride^ or Emptmefsy applies the Straw, 
That tickles Little Minds to Mirth effufe j 
Of Grief as impotent, portentous Sign ! 
The Houfc of Lau^ter makes a Hqufeol^ Wop/ 
A Man triumphant is a Monftrous Sight 5 ^ 

A Man dejeSfed is a Sight as Mean. 
What Caufe for Triumph^ where fuch Ills abound ? 
What for Dejeaion^ where prefides a Power, 
Who called us into Being to be Bleft ? 
So grieve, as confcious Grief may rife to Joy j 
So joy, as confcious Joy to Grief may falL 
Moft true, a wife Man never will be fad ; 
But neither will fonorous, bubbling Mi^th, 
A fhallow Stream of Happinefs betray ,: 
Too Happy to be Sporfive, IJc!s Sersne* 

• . ' Yet 
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Ytt wouldft thou laugh (but at thy own Expence), 
This Counfel ftrange fhould I prcfume to ^ve — 
^* Retire, and read thy Biile^ to be Gay/* 
Tb&e Truths abound of fov*reign Aid to Peace ; 
Ah ! do not prize them kfs, becaufe Inipir'd, 
As Thou, and Thine, are apt and proud to do. 
If not infpir'd, that pregnant P^e had flood. 
Time's Treafure 1 and the Wonder of the Wife ? 
Thou think'fl, perhaps. Thy Soul alone at Stake ; 
Alas ! — Should Men miftake thee for a Fooli — 
What Man of Tafte for Genius, Wifdom, Truth, 
Tho* tender of thy Fame, could interpofe ? 
Believe me, Scnfe, here^ a(fb a double Part, 
And the true Critic is l Cbrijlian too. 

But Tbefe^ thou think'ft, are gloomy Paths to Joy.— 
True Joy in Sunfhine ne*er was found at firfl ; 
They, firft, Themfelves offend, who greatly pleafe; 
And Travel only gives us found Repofe. 
Vitzr'nfeUs all Pleafure ; Effort is the Price; 
The Joys of Conquefl, are the Joys of Man 5 
And Glory the viftorious Laurel fpreads 
0*er Pkafur^^ pure, perpetual, placid Stream. 

There is a Time, when Toil muft be prefcrr^j 
Or Joy, by mif-tim'd Fondnefs, is undone. 
A Man of Pleafure is a Man of Pains. 
Thou wilt not take the Trouble to be Bleft, 
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ralfe Joys, indeed, are born from Want of Thought ; 
From Thought's full Bent, and Energy, the ^rue^ 
And that demands a Mind in equal Poize, 
Remote from gloomy Grief, and glaring Joy. 
Much Joy not only fpeaks fmall Happinefs, 
But Happinefs, that fhortly muft expire. 
Can Joy, unbottom'd in ReflcdUon, ftand ? 
And, in a Tempeft, can Refleftion live ? 
Can Joy, like Thine, fecure itfelf an Hour ? 
Can Joy, like Thine, meet Accident unfhock'd ? 
Or ope the Door to honeft Poverty ? 
Or talk with threatening Death, and not turn pale ? 
In fuch a World, and fuch a Nature, Thefe 
Are needful Fundamentals of Delight : 
Thefe Fundamentals, give Delight indeed -^ 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable -, 
Delight, unihaken, mafculine, divine ; 
Aconftant, and a found, but j?r/^j Joy. 

Is Joy the Daughter of Severity ? 
It is : — ^Yet far my Dodlrine from Severe* 
•• Rejoice for ever :" It becomes a Man \ 
Exidts, and fets him nearer to the Gods. 
•* Hejoice for ever," Nature cries, " Rejoice j" 
And drinks to Man, in her neftareous Cup, 
Mixt up of Delicates for ev*ry Senfe ; ^ 
To the great Founder of the bounteous Feaft, 
Drinks Glory, Gratitude, eternal Praife ; 
And he that will not fkdge ber^ is a Churl 

m 
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HI fomly to fupport. Good fully tafte. 

Is the whojc Science of Felicity : 

Ytt /paring Pledge : Her Bowl is hot the JBeft 

Mankind can boaft. — " A rational Repaft i 

*' Exertion,^ Vigilance, a Mirid iii Arms, 

*' A military Difcipline of Thought, 

" To foil Tempfation in the doubtful Fidd ; 

** And ever-waking Ardor for the Eighth* 

*Tis "Ibefey firft, give; then giiardj a chearful Hc^l 

Nought that is Right ^ think Little ; well aware, . 

What Reafon bids, God bids ^ by His Cdmmiarid 

How aggrandiz'di the fmalleft Thing we do 1 

Thus; Njothing is infipid to the Wife % 

To Thee; Infipid All; but what is Mad\ 

Joys feafoii'd'high^ and tafting ftrbng of Guilt. 

*' Mad ! (thou repl/ft, with Indignation fir'd) 
*' Of antient Sages proud to tread the Steps, 
<^ L follow iVi/«r^.*'— Follow Nature ftill. 
But look it be thine own : Is Confcience^ then, ' 
No Part of Nature ? Is fhe not Supreme f 
Thou Regicide ! O raife htr from the Dekd 1 
Then, follow Nature j and refemble God. 

When, fpite bf Confciencey Pleafuie is purfu'd^ 
Man^s Nature is unnaturally plcas'd : 
And whatV Unnatural; is Painful too 
At Intervals, and muft difguft ev'n Thee ; 
The Fa^ thott'know'ft j btit not, pcrhap;-the Caufe. 

^- Virtuh 
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Viriuh Foundations witK the Workl*s wefe laid ; 
Heav'n mixtjier with our Make, arid twifted clofe 
Her facred Int'rcfts with the Strings of Life. 
Who br^s her awfiil Mandate, fhocks Himfclf^ 
His better Self: And is it greater Pain, 
Our Sml fhould murmur^ or our Dujl repine f 
And Onei in their eternal War, mufi bleed, 
♦ 
If One muft fufFer,^ which ihould leaft be fpar'd ? 
. The Pains of Mind furpafs the Pains of Senfe : 
Afk, then, the Gout^ What Tbrmbnt is in Guilt. 
The Joys of Senfe to Mental Joys are mean : 
Senfe on the Prcfent only feeds ; the Soul 
On Paft, and Future^ forages for Joy. 
'TistHers, by Retrofpeft^ thro* Time to range -^ 
And forward Tifnfs great Sequel to furvey. 
Could human Courts take Vengeance on the Mndi 
Axes might ruft, and Racks, and Gibbets, fall : 
Guards -then^ thy Mind, and leave the reft to Fate. 

Lorenzo \ wilt thou never be a Man ? 
The Man is dead, who for the Body lives, 
Lur*di by the Beating of his Pulfe, to lift 
With ev'ry Luft that wars againft his Peace ; 
Arid fets him quite at Variance with Himfelf. 
Thyfelf^ firft. Know; then Love: A &^ there is 
Of Virtue fond, that kindles at her Charms. 
A Self- there is, as fond of ev'ry Vice, 
While ev'ry Virtue wounds^ it to the Heart ; 

Humility 
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Humility degrades it, Jufiice robs, 

Bleft Btmnty beggars it, fair ^rutb betrays. 

And godlike Magnanimty deflroys. 

^bis Self, when Rival to the Former, fcorn j 

When not in Competition, kindly treat. 

Defend it. Feed it : — But when Vii:tuc bids, 

Tofs it, or to the Fowls, or to the Flames. 

And why ? *Tis Love of Pkafure bids thee bleed j 

Comply, or own Self-Love ^c//;^^, or blind. i 

For what is Vice ? Self-Love in a Miftake ; 
A poor biind Merchant buying Joys too dear. 
And r/r/«^,-what ? 'Tis Sclf-Love in her Wits, 
Quite Ikilful in the Market of Delight. 
Self-Love's good Senfe is Love of that dread Power, 
From whom Herfelf, and All flic can enjoy. 
Other Self-Love is but difguis'd Self-Hate ; 
More mortal than the Malice of our Foes ; 
A Self-Hate,, »flTe;, fcarcefeltj /A^ felt fuU-forc, 
When Being, curft; Extinftion, loud-implor'dj 
And ev'ry Thing preferred to what we ^r^. 

Yet this Self-Love Lorenzo makes his Choice ; 
And, in this Choice triumphant bo^fts of Joy. 
How is his Want of Happinefs betray'd, 
By DifafFedion to the prefent Hour ! 
Imagination wanders far afield : 
The Future pleafes : Why ? the Prefent pains.— 
^ But that's a &^r^//'~yes,wluch all Mqn know; 

And 
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And know froni Thee, difcover'd unawares* 
Thy ceaftWs Agitation^ rcftlefs Roll 
from Ch^at jto Cheati impatient of a Paufe ; . 
What is it ?— 'Tis the Cradle of the Soul, 
From InftinSi fent, to rock her in Difeafe, 
Which her Phyfician, ^eajon^ will not cure. 
A poor Expedient ! yet thy Beft •, and while 
It midgatcS tfty Pain, it owns it too* 

Such are Lorekzo's wretched Riemcdies ! 
The Weak have Remedies \ the Wife have Joy«* 
Superior Wifdom is fuperior Blifs. 
And what furc Mark diftinguifhcS the Wife ? 
Confiftent Wifdbm ever wills the Same \ 
Thy fickle Wi(h is ever on the Wing- 
«ick of Herfelf ,' is FoUf^ Charadter j 
As Wifdom*^ is, a modeft Self-Applaufe. 
A Change of Evils is thy Good fuprcme ; 
Nor, but in Motion, canft thou find thy Rcftj 
Man's grcateft Strength is Ihewn in (landing (till* 
The firft fure Symptom of a Mind in Healthy 
Is Reft of Heart and Pleafure felt at Home. 
Falfe Pleafure from Abroad her JeyS imports -, 
Rich from within, and Self-fuftaih'di the True* 
I'he True is fixt, and folid as a Rc)ck ; 
Siipp'ry the Falfe;^ artd tofflng^ as the Wave- 
iTit/j, a wild Wanderer on Earthi like Cai^j J 
That J like the fabled^ Self-cnamour'd Boy, 
Home-Contemplation her fupreiiie Delight i 

S She 
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She dreads an tnterruptiou from without^ 
Smit with her own Condidon ; and the more 
Jntenfe Ihe gazes, ftili it charms the moi& 

No Man is happy^ till he tbifiks» on E^nrth 
There breathes not a rx>^ hi^py than Huni£i^: 
Then Envy dies, and Ix>ve overflows on iUl ; 
And Love overflowing makes an Ai^el Here* 
Such Angels All, intitled to repofe 
On Him who gpvtms Fate : Tho' Tenqieft fcowns^ 
Tho' N^ui^ fliakes, how Soft to lean Dn Heaven ! 
To lean on Himy on whom Arch^angds lean ! 
With inward Eyes, and filent as the Grave, 
They ftand collecting eVry Beam of Thougltt^ 
Till their Hearts kindle with Divine Delight ; 
For all their Thoughts^ like Angels, feen of old 
In Israel's Droam, come from, and go to. Heaven : 
Hence, are tb^ fludious of fequeftred Scenes y 
^hile Noiie, and Dtfiapation, cooxfort Tbee* 

Were aU Men happy, Reveilings would ceafe. 
That Opiate for Inquietude witlnn. 
Lorenzo ! never Man was truly Bleft, 
Bu]t it composed, and gav^ hkn fuch a Caft^ 
As Folly might mdftake for Want of Joy. 
A Caft, unKkie the Tj^umph of the Proud ; 
A modefk Afpe£l, and a Smile at Heart. 
O for a Joy from thy Phii,ander*s Spring ! 
A Spring p«ranaial| xifing in the Breah^ 



And 
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Aftd Permancnti as Pure! no turbid Stream 
Of rapt'rous Exultation fwclling high ; 
Which^ like Land-floods, impetuous pour qj»hilc. 
Then fink ^t oncc;> and leave us in the Mire. 
What does the M^an^ who tranficnt Joy prefers ? 
What, but prefer the Bubbles to the Stream ? 

Vain are all fudden Sallies of Delight \ 
Conviilfions of a weak diftemper^d Joy. 

Joy*s a fixt State ; a Tenor, not a Start. 

\ .,-....-. ^ ' , . . ., , 

Blifs there is none» but unprecarious Blifs : 

That is the Gem : Sell AH, and purchafe That. 

Why go a begging to Contingencies, 

Not gained with Eafe, nor fafely lov'd, if gain'd ? 

At Good Fortuitousi draw back, and paufc j 

Sulpe&it; wHk tteucanft enfure, enjoy ; 

,And nought but what thou giv'ft thyfelf, is Sure- 

Reafon perpetuates Joy that Reafon gives, 

Aud makes it as Immortal as herfelf : 

To Mortals, nought Immortal, but their Worth, 

Worth, confcious V\^orth ! fliould abfqktelyvQi^ j 
And other Joys^fk Leave for their Approach i 
Nof, unexamined,, ever Leave obtain. 
Thou art all Anarchy ; a Mob of Joys 
Wage War, and penfli :in inteftine J5roik ; 
Not the leall Prqmife of internal Pe4cel 
No bofoiii-<;ornfortl or unborrcrv^M Blifi! 
Thy Thoughts arc Vagabonds 5 All Outward-bound, 

S 2 Mid 
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Mid Sands, andRocks,andStorms,tocruifcforPlcafurc; 
If gained, dear-bought; and better mifs'd thangain'd. 
Much Pain muft expiate, what much Pain procur'd. 
Fancy y and Senfe^ from an infedled Shore, 
Thy Cargo bring ; and Peftilence the Prize, 
Then, Such thy Thirft (infatiable Thirft ! 
By fond Indulgence but inflam'd the more !) 
Fancy ftill cruifcs, when poor Stnfe is tir*d. 

Imagination is the Papbian Shop, 
Where feeble Happinefs, like Vulcan, Lame, 
Bids foul IdeaSy in their dark Recefs, 
And hot as Hell (which kindled the black Fires), 
With wanton Art, thofe fatal Arrows form. 
Which murder ail thy Time, Health, Wealth, and Fame. 
Wouldft thou receive them. Other Thoughts there are, 
On Angel-Wing, defcending from Above, 
Which Thefe, with Art divine, would counterwork, 
Arid form Cekftial Armour for thy Peace. 

In This is feen Imagination's Guilt '^ 
But who can count her Follies ? She betrays thee. 
To think in Grandeur there is fomething Great, 
For Works of curious Art, and anticnt Fame, 
Thy Genius hungers, elegantly pain*d ; 
And foreign Climes muft cater for thy Taftc. 
Hence, WhatDifafter !— Tho* the Price was paid. 
That pcrfecuting Prieft, the "Turk of Romej 
" Whofc Foot (ye Gods !), tho* cloven, muft be kifs'd, 

Detain'd- 
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Detain'd thy Dinner on the Latian Shore > 
(Such is the Fate of honeft Proteftarits \) 
And poor Magnificence is ftarv'd to Death, 
Hence juftRefentment, Indignation, Ire ! — 
Be pacify'd \ if outward Things are Great, 
*Tis Magnanimity Great Things to fcorn ; 
Pompous Expences, and Parades auguft. 
And Courts^; that infalubrious Soil to Peace. 
True Happinefs ne*er entered at an Eye j 
True Happinefs refides in Things unfeen, 
No Smiles of Fortune ever bleft the Bad, 
Nor can her Frowns rob Innocence of Joys ; 
^hat Jewel wanting. Triple Crowns are poor : 
So tell hi3 HflUnefsy and be Revenged, 

Pleafure, we both agree, is Man's chief Good ^ 
Our only Conteft, What deferves the Name. 
Give Pleajure\ Name to nought, but what has pafs'd 
Th* authentic Seal of Reafon (which, like Yorke, 
Demurrs on what it paflcs), and defies 
The Tooth of Time ^ when paft^ a Pleafure ftUl ; 
Dearer p^ Trial, Lovelier for it? Age, 
Ai^d doubly to be priz*d^ as it promotes 
Our Future, wj^ile it forms our Prefcnt, Joy, 
Some Joys the Fijture overcaft \ and fome 
Throw all their Beams that Way, and gild the Totnb, 
Some Joys endear Eternity 5 fpnjie give 
Abhorr*d Annihilation dreadful Charms. 
Are rival Joys contending for thy QioioG ? 

S 3 Confolt 
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278 tn&if COMPLAINT: NightVIIL 

Confult thy wbole ExtftencCy and be fafc ; 
That Orator will put all Doubt to ftlght. 
Short is the Lefibn,' tho* my l!.e&ire long. 

Be Good—zxiA let Heav'n anfwer for the reft, 

.... I . . . -J 

Yet, with a Sigh o'er all Mankind, I grant. 
In tliis our Day of Proof, our Laml of Hc^,' 
The Good Man has his Clouds that intervene ; ' 
Clouds, that obfcure his fublunary Day, ' 
But never conquer : Ev'n the 5^^miitt own, 
Patierccj and Rejignationy are the Pillars 
Of human Peace on ' Earth. The KDarls, Thefe ; 
But thofeof Seth not more remote from Thcei ' 
Till this Heroic Leflbn thou haft l^rrit ; 
To frown at Pleafure^ and to fmile in Pain. 
Fir*d at the Profpeft of unclouded Blifi, 
Heaven in Reverfion, like the Sun, as yet 
Beneath th^riorizon, chcars us in this World ; 
It liieds, on Souls fulceptiblc of' Lfght, ' 
The glorious Dawn of our Eternal Day. 

" This (fays Lorenzo) is a fair Harangue : 
•* But can Harangues blow back ftrong Nature'? Stream-, 
*t Or ftem the Tide Heaven pulhes thro* our Veins, 
«* Which fweeps away Man's impotent Refblyes, 
** And lays his Labour level with the t^orta? 

Themfelvcs Men make their Comment on Mankind \ 
And think nought isy but what they find at Home: 

Thus, 
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Thus, Weatai^fs «)rC}macrt ttims tte.Trmh. 

Nothing romaittic hhs the Mofe piticrib'd. 

f Above, Lorenzo faw the Man of Earth, 

Tht Mortal Mm^\ and wretched was the-Sigkt^ 

To balance tba^ to cpnofort, aad exalt. 

Now fee the Man. bmrntal.^ Him, I mean^ 

Who lives as Suchs vhpfc Heart, full-bent on Heaven, 

Leans all that W^, his Byas to the Stars, 

The W'orl^^ dark Shades, in^Contraft fet, Ihall raifc 

His Luftre more \ tho' bright without a Foil : 

Obferve his awful FortFait, and admire s 

Nor flop at Wcmder; Imitate, and live* 

Some; JVr^^ gliiide my Pencil, while I dcaw. 
What notbuig Idfs than \Aiigrl canexceedy 
A Man on Earth devoted to the Skies^ 
Like Ships in Seas, while in^ aiwe^ the World. 

With Afpeft mild, and elevated Eycj^ 
Behold him fcatcdon a Mount ferene,, 
Above the Fog^ of Senfe^ zadPqffMs Stomvi . 
All the blade. Cares, and Tumulty of This Life, 
Like hannlcfs Thunders, breaking at his Feet, 
Excite his Pity, not impair his. Ptace* 
Earth's genuine Sons, the Sceptred,; and the Slave, 
A mingled Mob I a waa(^ring Herd ! he fees 
Bewildered in the Vale ; in All unlike ! 

S 4 His 

f In a fonner Night. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



i8o 7i<r C O MP L A I N T ; Night VIH. 
His full Rercrfe in M ! What higher Prtaft^ 
"What Itronger Demooftration <rfthe Rig'it ? 

The Prcftnt all Their Care •, the Future, Htf. 
When Public Welfare calls, or Private Want, 
They give to Fame ; His Bonntif He conceak. 
TJbeir V itues vamilh Nature ; HiSy exak. 
Mankind's Efteem They court; and /fe, his Own. 
Thein, the wild Chace of falfe Felicities ; 
//«, the compos'd Poflfeffion of the/r«^. 
Alike throughput is His confiftent Peace; 
All of one Colour, and an even Thread ; • 
While party-colour'd Shreds of Happinefs, 
With hideous Gaps between, patch ^p for Them 
A Madman'? Robe ; each Puff of Fortune blows 
The Tatters by, and Ihews their Nakednefi. 

He fees with other Eyes than Theirs : Whettr Tht^ 
Behold a 51k», l/lr fpies a I)«>y j 
What makes Them only Smile, makes Him Adore. 
Where Thry ■ fee Mount ainsy He but Aems fees j 
An Ef^irey in His Balance, weighs a Grain. 
They Things Terreikial worlhip, as Divme j 
His Hopes Immortal blow them by, as Duft, 
That dims his Sight, and ihortens his Survey,, 
Which longs, in Infinite, to lofe air Bound. 
Titles and Honours (if they prove his Fate) 
he lays afide to find his Dignity j 

No 
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No Dignity Tbey find in ought belides. 
Tbey triumph in Externals (which conceal 
Man*s real Glory), proud of an Eclipfc, 
Himlelf too much He prizes to be Proud, ' 
And nothing thinks fo great in Man, as Man. 
Too de^r /fe holds his Int'rcft, to negleft 
Another's Welfare, or His Right invade ; 
^'j&^irlnt'reft, like a Lion, lives on Prey. 

Tiey kindle at the Shadow of a Wrong ; 

Wrong fife fuftains with Temper, looks on Heaven, 
l^or ftoops to think his Injurer, his Foe ; 

Nought, but what wounds his Virtue, wounds his Pcact. 

A cover*d Heart ^Ufcir Charafter defends ; 

A covered Heart denies \Hif;» half his Praife. 

With N^ednefs His Innocence agrees -, 

While Their broad Foliage teflifies their Fall. 

S^iS^r No- Joys end, where/ffjfuU Fcaft begins; 

His Joys freaky Theirs murder^ future BHfs. 

To triumph in Exiflence, His alone; 

And His alone, triumphantly to think 

His /r«^ Exiftence is not yet begun. ' 

His glorious Gourfe was, Ycfterday, complete ; 

Death, then, was welcome ; yet Life ftill is Sweet. 

But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm. 
Undaunted Breaft— And whofe is that high Praife ? 
They yield to Pleafure, tho* they Danger brave. 
And fhcw no Fortitude, but in the Field ; 

If 
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zU TO^.-OOJ^FIfArPNT-. NightVItt. 
If dieit they flicw i?, 'ti* f0r Qioigr Ibewi; 
Nor will that Cordial al^nyf 1^^.33!^,]t]««!Uk 
A Cordial His fuib^ i^^as^i^f^: 
By Pleafure unfu^*dj Vf4¥^ ^. ^9^ 
He ihares m thatOcnnJpoto^ . 

All-bearing, M'^^^^W^ t^l^isf^Uft^ i 

And when he faUs» W«» Vilpl op lw.31lidd. 
From Magnanimi^,, all F^tr aljp>9e« 
From nobler Recoinp^pqr* .^hfi^^^K^ifli^ft 
Which^owcss to Msi/cCsfi^t Opt^Jof)kpa{i|t^ 

B9ck:fwd tociedit 
Lorenzo cries,^^ Wii€»».ibiff^tli^ 

^' From wha| Rpptriji»thi^ fylfot J\^^^*' 
A Root that grow5 iiotin LojfjH^q> Gjb9HB4j 
The Rod djSSs&t nor wond^^f^^Jth^/^f^^ 

i/f follows ]^tUjjc.(fot,l.i^^^ and^^AmfVlsw 

An uninverted Syftpwx)f a ,^ai^ 
His Jppetite wears. wRftf/i^sg^droChain, 
And^finds, in dueReftrau)t|,itS'Luwry« 
His PaJ^, likean.£g£JCAi«Eell-ra^ai^ 
Is ^augljt^^jat nwg^w bi«;:fefis«e.. 
Patient his /7<?^^, unanxious is his Care^ 
HisG»ir/ifut^fearl$r<t zx\dk.}pi&(^r/ttf:{j£ Grief. i 
The Gods ordain) a^^t^»9gsr ,|o DefpaprA 
And why ?--TBQcaJufikA^5B^o»». more than mast^ 

m 

f See Page 370. Line it. 
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His Wifdom leaves no? difcngjjg*d Ccom HeavpzL 
Thofc fecondary Goods that im J^ on Earthy 
He, loving, in Trofcrtmy loves in Fcdce. 
They moff ihe World enjoy, who leaft adpiir?. 
His Underfian^ng 'fcapei the conimon Clooid 
Of Fume's, arifipg frpmabpiUp^Breaft, 
His HSB is clear,' becaufe his Heart is cooL 
By worldly Comp^titipa^s uninflaip'd.. 

The moderate Movements of his Soul admit. 

I . , . . ^ .. . .., '. •? '- f" * • .. 

Diftin6t Ideas, and matur'.d Debate, 

An Eye impartial, and aa even Scale; 

Whence Judgment found, and unrqpfnti?^ Cholc?^ 

Thus, i^ a dc)^blc Scnfe,' the Goq4 ,are wife j 

On its own Dunghil, wifer than the ff^orld. 

What, ^n, xhf Wor|d \ It mu^ fe. doyUy WCfJcrj 

Strang? trutlj ! a? foon would j;hey b^lieyp tbfi prr^^. 

Ytt^ thus it is > nor piJi?rwfc f<wi h(^% 
So far from aught Rgmaatip, what I fu}g, 
Blifs has no B?jng, Vjrtvjc has no Strength, 
But from the .Prp4?^ift of immor|:al Life. 
Who think' Earth all, or (wha( wei^juftthefamc) 
Who care no farther, fnul prize what it yield^i 
Fond of its Fancies, pioud of it^Pyades, 
Who thinks TEarth nothing, carft |ts Charms admire } 
He can't a Foe, tho' moft malignant, hate, 
Becaufe that Hate would prove his greater Foe. 
Tis hard for Them {y^)ff\\o fo loudly bpaflt 

Good* 
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Good-will to Men ?) to love their dcareft Friend 5 

For nuy he not invade their Good Supreme^ 

Where the leaft Jealoufy turns Love to Gall ? 

All fliines to Tbem^ that for a Seafon fhines. 

Each Aa,eachThought,iyi? queftions, " What itsWeight, 

•* Its Colour what, a Thoufand Ages hence ?*' — 

And what it there appears, he deems it now. 

Hence, pure are die Recefles of his SouL 

The God-like Man has nothing to conceal. . 

His Virtue, conftitutionally deep. 

Has Habifs Firmnefs, and AffeSioff% Flame : 

Angels, ally'd, defccnd to feed the Fire; 

And Deaths which Others (lays, makes him a God. 

And now, Lorenzo ! Bigot of this Worid ! 
Wont to difdain poor Bigots caught by Heaven ! 
Stand by thy ScorHyZsA be reduced to Nought : 
For what art Thou ?— Thou Boafter ! While thy Glare, 
Thy gaudy Grandeur, and mere worldly Worth, 
Like a broad Mift, at Diftance, ftrikes us moft •, 
And, like a>Iift, is nothing when at hand; 
/ff J Merit, like a Mountain, on Approach, 
Swells more, and rifes nearer to the Skies, 
By Promife, ncw^ and, by Pofleffion, foon^ 
(Too foofty too muchy it cannot be) "his Own. 



From this thy juft Annibilation rife, 
Lorenzo ! rife to Somethings by Reply* 



The 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 
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TTlie World, thy Client, liftens, and expeds i 
And lohgs to crown thee with immortal Praifc. 
Canft thou be tilent ? No ; for IVit is Thine ; 
And Wit talks mojiy when kaft (he has to fay. 
And Reafon interrupts npt her Career. 
She*ll fay — ^hat Mffis above the Mountains rife% 
And, with athoufand PJeafantries, amufe ; 
She'll fparkle, puzzle, flutter, raife a Duft, 
AndflyConviftion, in the Duft fhc raised 

Wit, how delicious to Man's dainty Tafte ! — **- 
•Tis precious, as the Vehicle of Senfe ; 
But, as its Subftitute, a dire Difeafe. 
Pernicious Talent ! Flatter'd by the World, 
By the blind World, which thinks.the Talent rvc* 
Wifdbm is rare^ Lorenzo ! Wit abounds; 
PaJJion can give it ; fometimes Wine inl^^ires 
The lucky Flafh \ and Madnefs rarely fails- 
Whatever Caufe the Spirit ftrongly ftirs. 
Confers the Bays, and rivals thy Renown. 
For thy Renown, 'twere well, was This the worft ; 
Chance often hits it j and, to pique thee more. 
See DulnefSy blundering on Vivacities, 
Shakes her Sage Head at the Calamity, 
Which has exposed, and let her down to Thee. 
But fVifdomj awful Wifdom ! . which infpefts, 
Difccms, compares, weighs, feparates, infers. 
Seizes the Right, and holds it to' the laft j 

How 
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* «... 

How rare! In Senates, Synods, iought in vsun; 
Or if ibere found, 'tis facred to the Few \ 
While a lewd Proftitiitc to Multitudes, 
Frequent, as Fatal, t^tt: Di Civil l^ifc* 
Wit makes an EnterpHzer ; Sdife^ a Kfan. 
Wii hateft Authority •, Commotion loves. 
And thinks herfelf the Lightning of the Stprm. 
In Siales^ *ds dangerous ; in ReligioHj Death : 
Shall fFst turn Chriftian, wTien the bull believe ? 
Senfe is our Hdmety Wit is but the Plume *, 
The !PiSm^ expofes, 'tis our /2?iSm/ faves. 
&ii^ is the Di'mdod, weighty, Iblid, lound; 
*When cut by Wit^ it cafts a brighiu^Beam \ 
Yet, Wit apart, it is a Diamond ftill. 
Wity widow'd of Good-fenfe^ Is worfe than Nou^t j 
It hoifts more Sail to run agaanft a Rock. 
Thus, a //^Chesterfield is quite a Fool % 
Whom Jtdl Fools fcdrri, and blefs their Want of Wic 

How ruinous the Rock I warn thee fhun, 
YfhatShrens fit, to fing dice to thy Fate ! 
A Jcy^ in whicfh our Rtafon beab no Part, 
Is but a S(0fr0W tickling, ere it flings. 
LetnottheCoouigsof the I^^Zi allure diee i 
Which of hier Lovers ever fouiid her True? 
Happy! of'thisbad World who little Icnow 3—^ 
And yet, we much muft know her, to be Safi. 
To know the World, * not love her, is thy Point j 

She 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



She gives but Little, nor that Little, long. 

There is^ Igrahi, aTriiinq)h of tfre]^uHc^ 

A Dance d[ Spirits, a mere FrdtK of jfojr, 

Our tbaugbtUfs Jptaiick's idfe Glhild, 

That mtatks'high, that fpaAles, khd ejtpircs. 

Leaving the Sdul flioire vipid than Bcfofe. 

j^n c^»m/ Ovation ! fiich^ holds 

No Commerce Vith oar kedfoHj "but fiiHflffii 

On Ji&es, *ro* the wdl^ton'd Tubes, well-fti-dih'a ; 

A nice Mkcliifte ! fcarce ever tan*d ari^t 5 

And when it jars — ^thy Sirens fing no more, 

In^lWrici' is doirie ; the i^emi'^gadh tHrdVii 

(Short Apotheofisl) beneath ikitMak^ 

In cpwftrd Gloom inimcft'iSj orlfeH 15?ipkir. 

Art thou y^ fi^ ^cii^ pcl|kfr to dr&di 
Andi&rtle atUcifroSBoft ? IF thoti art; 
Accept a Buckler, tsBcfe It t6 fhe FicM i 
(A Field of Battle is tKs mbft&l-Eife I) 
-When Daiiger flir^ieite, fiy it 6\x fty IMft:' j 
A fmgle Seiitencc Proof ^hft'tfcei^^ri/. 
« Scuk Bdf^ FdtfUne! Evdry Gi66k j^rt^i 
" To one of thdfe ; but pfiliSfe hot All aKkfe ; 
** The Goods of Forttoie to tiry Bod/s ft&tdi, 
^ Body to Soul, and Sodl iutimit b 6'bd:" 
Wouldft thou build lafting Happinefs ? Do This ; 
Th* iiiviriiid Pyrakhi cair never ffirid. 

Is 
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Is this Truth doubtful > It oudhines the SUn i 
Nay, the Sun fliines not, but to flicw us This, 
The (ingle Leflbnof Mankind on Earth* 
And yet — ^Yet> what ? No News ! Mankind is mad } 
Such mighty Numbers lift againft the Right, 
(And what can*t Numbers, when bewitched, atchieve ?) 
They talk Themfelves to Somethmg like Belief, 
That all Eardi's Joys arc Theirs : AsJtbenf Fool^ 
Grinned from the Port, on ev'ry Sail hb Own« 

They grin \ but wherefore ? And how long the Laugh i 
Half Ignorance, their Mirths and Half, a Lye; 
To cheat the World, and cheat Themfelves, they fmilc. 
Hard either Tafk! The moft Abandoned own, 
Thsx. Others^ if Abandoned, areimdone: 
Then, for Themfelves, the Moment Reafan wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long Repofe) 
O how laborious is their Gmety I 
They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient Spleen, 
Scarce mutter Patience to fupport the Farce, 
And pump fad Laughter, till the Curtain falls. 
Scarce^ did I fay? Some cannot fit it out ;r 
Oft their own daring Hands the Curtain draw, 
And fliew yj&wbai their Joy, by their Defpair* 

The clotted Hair ! gor'd Breaft ! blafpheming Eye ! 
Its impious Fury ftill alive in Death ! — 
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Shut, fliut the fliocking Scene-— But Hcav*ndcnic$ 
A Cover to fuch Guilt j atid fo fhould Man. 
took round, LoitENzo! fee the reeking Blade j 
Th* invenom'd Phial, and the fatal Ball j 
The ftrangling Cord, and fuffocating Stream 5^ 
The loathfome Rottennefs, and foul Decays 
From raging Riot (flower Suicides !) j 
And Pride in thefe, more execrable ftill ! — 
How horrid All to Thought !-^But Horrors, thefe, 
Th?t vouch the Truth \ and aid my feeble Song, 

From Ficej Senfe^ FafU)\ no Man c^n be bleft : 
Byfs is too. great, to lodge within an Hour : 
When an Immortal Being aims at Blifs, 
Duration is eficntial to the Name. 
O for a Joy from Reafon ! Joy from That, 
Which makes Man, Man •, and exercis'd aright. 
Will make him ni^r^: A Bounteeiis Joy! that gives^ 
And promifes} that weaves, with Art divine. 
The richeft Profped into prefent Peace : 
A Joy Ambitious I Joy in, common held 
With Thrones ethereal, and their Greater far : 
A Joy high-privileg'd from. Chance, Time, Death ! 
A Joy, which Zfetf/^ fliall double ! Judgment^ croWA? 
Crown'd higher, and ftill higher, at each jStage,^ 
Thro' bleft Eternity's long Day •, yet ftill. 
Not more remote from i'^rr^'w, than from ///», 
Whofe lavifh H^nd, whofe Love ftupend^us, pours ' 

T So 
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290 !^ COMPLAINT: NightVni, 
So much of Deity on guiky Duft. 
Tbere^ O my Lucia ! mfty I meet thee Thtrc, 
Where not Thy Prefence can improve my Bjift \ 

AfFc<5ls not this the Sages $f the JVcrld? 
Can nought affell them, bu; inhsxfo^Is them too? 
Eternity, depending on an Hour, 
Msktsfericus f bought Man's Wifdomj^ Joy^ and Ptaife, 
Nor need you blulji (tho* fomctimes yourDefigns 
May fhun the Light) at your Defigns on iieayen ; 
Sole Point ! where ovsr-hapfid is your Blame, 
Arc you not Wife? — ^You kiK>w you are : Yet hear 
One Truths amid your nwrnVous Scbenaes^ mi^^ 
Or over-look'dj or thrown afide, i£ Seen ; 
** Our Schemes to plan by Xbi$ Wbirld^or die JVisct, 
** Is the fole DiflFVencc b^ween Wifej, «d, Fbol/* 
All vmtby Mm will weigh you in tins Soak ; 
What Wonder, then^ i/ T:b€y pronounce you J^&f 
Is their l^lbcem alone nx>t worth your Care ^ 
Accept my fimpic Scheme of Commn-Senje -, 
Thus, fave your Fame, and make 5rte?a Worlds your own. 

The World replies not ;— but the World ferft^ > 
And puts the Caufe off to the longeft Day, 
Planning Evafions for the Day of Dooi»» 
So far, at thzt Re-bearings from Redrefe, 
They then turn mtnejfes againft Themfelves. 
Hear That, Loeerzo! nor be Wife To-morrow- 

Hafte, 
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JMe^ Hafte ! A Man, by Nature, is in Haftcj 
For who Ihall answer for another Hour ? 
Tis higWy prudent to hiake One fure Friend ; 
And That diou catjft not do, this Side the Skies. 

Ye Sons of Earth ! (nor willing to be more !) 
Since Verfe you think from Prieftcraft fomewhat frce^ 
Thus, in an Age fo gay, the Mufe plain Truths 
(Tmths, which, at Chuik:h,yoi| fHigbf hji^e heard in Profc) 
Has ventur'd into Light ; welirplcas'd the. Verfe 
Should be forgot, if y<ju theTftitbs retain i 
And crown her with youf Welf^e, not your Praife. 
But Praife fhe nc^ n6t kst : I foe my Fate •, 
And headlong leap, like CyjiTius, down the Gulph. 
Since many an ample Volume^ mighty Tome^ 
Muft die ; and die Unwept ; O Thou minute^ 
Devoted Page ! go forth ^mong thy Foes •, 
Go, nobly proud of Martyrdom for Truth, 
And die a double Death : Mankind^ incensed. 
Denies thee long to |ivc : Nor fhalt thott reft. 
When thqu art dead ; in Stygian Shades arraign'4 
By Lucifer, as Traitor to his Throne ^ 
And bold Blafphcmer of his Friftnd, — The World; 
fhe World, whofe Legions coft Him flender Pay^ 
Apd Voknteersy^ around his Banner fwarm ; 
Prudent^ as Prussia, in her Zlcai for Qaul^ 

T ^ ^^ Are 
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" Are AH, then. Fools ?'• Lorenzo cries— -Yes, Al^ 
But fiich as hold this Doarinc (ixcw to Thee) ; 
<• The Mother of true Wifdom is the ^//j'^ 
The nobletl InteUea^ a Fool without it. 
WcrldWifdam Much has done, and More may do, 
In /. rts and Sciences, in Wars, and Peace ; 
But Art and Science, like thy Wealth, will leave thee. 
And make thee Twice a Beggar at thy Death. 

^'his is the moft Indulgence can afford y 

" Thy IVifdmn AU can do^ but^-^make tbeeJVtfe^? 
Ncr thiiJc this Cenfure is fevere on Thee j 
Satany thy Matter, I dve <?all a Dunce. 



NIGHT 
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NIGHT THE NINTH ano LAST. 

THE 

CONSOLATION. 

Containing, among other Tbings^» 



t. A M>rtf/ Survey of the 
NoSturnal Heavens, 



II. A A7/^^/- Address 
to the DEITY. 



HumblV Inscribed 
To His Grace the Duke of Newcastle^ 

One of His Majefty's Principal Secretaries of State. 



-Fatis Contraria Fata rtpendens. Virg. . 

AS v?hen a Traveller, a long Day paft 
In painful Search of what he cafinot find, 
At Night*s Approach, content with the next 
There ruminates, awhile, his Labour loft ; t^^^ 

Then chcars his Heart with what his FatQ affords, 

T ^ And 

# 
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And chants his Sonnet to deceive the Time, 
Till the due Seafon calk him to Repo(e : 
Thus I, long-traveird in the Ways of Mcn^ 
And dancings with the reft, the giddy Maze, 
Where Difapfointment iiniles at Hsp^% Career ; 
Wam'd by the Languor of Life*s Evening Ray^ 
At length, have housed me in an humble Shod^ 
Wliercy future Wandering banifli*d from my Thought^ 
And waiting, patient^ thefwcet Hour of Reft ; 
i chaie the Moments with a icrious Song. 
Song fooths our Pains *, and Age has Pains to foothw 

When Age^are,Crime»and Friendsembr^^c'd %tHeart| 
Tom from my bleeding Breaft, and BeatFs dark Shade, 
Which hovers o*er me, quench th' ethereal Fire ; 
Canft thou, O Night ! indulge One Labour more ? 
One Labour more indulge : Then fleep^ my Strain ! 
Tilly haply, wak'd by Raphael's golden Lyre, 
WhereNight, Dcath>AgejfCare,Crime^and SorroWjCeafe; 
To bear a Part in everlafiing Lays ; 
Tho' far,, far higher fet,^ in Aim, I truft, 
Symphonious to this humble Prelude here. 

Has not the Mufe aflcrtcd Pkafure^ pure^ 
Like thofe Above i exgloding other Joys ? 
Weigh what ws urg*d, Lorenzo ! Fairly weigh ^ 
And tell me, haft thou Caufe to triumph ftill. ? 
I think, thpu wilt forbear a Boaft fo bold. 
But if, beneath the Favour of Miftake,, 

" • ' " " Thy 

% 
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Thy Smile's Iincere j ndt more finccre can be 

Lorenzo's Smiie^ than b\j CompaflTion for him* 

The Sick in Body call for Aid ; the Sick 

In Mind art GovetousK)f more Difeafc ; 

And when at wfirji^ they dream themfelves quite urif- 

To know ourfelvts difeas'd, is Half our Cure. 

When Nature*% Blufli by Cn/lotn is wip*d ofF^ 

And Confciencp, deadened by repeated StrokcSj 

Has into Manners naturalized our Crimes ; 

The Curfc of Curies is, our Curfe to love ; 

To triumph in the Blackncfs of our Guilty 

(As Indians glory in the dcepcft Jet) ; 

And throw afide our Sen/es^ with our Peace. 

Butj grant no Guilt, no Shame, no leaft Alleys 
Grant Joy and Glory, quite unfuHy'd^ (hone j 
Yet, dill, it ill deferves Lorenzo's Heart.- 
No Jay J no Gfcry, glitters in thy Sights 
But, thro* the thin Partition of an Hour^ 
I fee its Sabks wove by D^if^i ^ 

And that in Sorrow bury'd ; this^ in Shame ; 
While howKng Furies ring the doleful Knell ; 
And Ccnfeience^ now fo foft thoQ fcarcc canft hear 
Her Whifpcr, echoes their eternal PeaL 

Where, the prime Aftori of the la/lTea/s Scene ; 
Their Port fo protid^ their Buflcin, and their Pltime i 
How mzrrfjleepy who kqpt the World aKeiAe 
With Luftre, and wilh Noife ! Has Death prodaim'd 
T A A Truce, 

w 
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A Truce, and hut^ his fated Lance on high } 
•Tis brandifh'd ftill ; iiot Ihall the prefent Tear 
Be more tenacious of her human Leaf, 
Or fpread of feeble Life a thinner FalL 

But needlefs Monuments to wake the Thought } 
Life's gffj/eft Scenes fpcalc Man's Mortality 5 
Tho' in a Style more florid, full as plain. 
As Maufoleumsj Pyramids^ and Tombs. 
What are our nobleft Ornaments, but Deaths 
Tum*d Flatterers of Life> in Paint,^ or Marble^ 
The well-ftain'd Canvas, or the featured Stone ? 
Our Fathers grace, or rather haunt, the Scene 5 
Joy peoples her Pavilion from the Dead. 

" Profefi Diver/terns ! cannot Thefe efcape V*^ 
Far from it : Thefe prefent us with a Shroud $ 
And talk of Deaths like Garlands o'er a Grave* 
Asfomebold Plunderers^ for bury'd fVealtb^ 
We ranfack Tombs for Paftime ; from the Duft 
Call up the deeping Hero •, bid him tread 
The Scene for our Amufemcnt : How like Gods 
We lit ; and^ wrapt in Immortality, 
Shed genVous Tears on Wretches born to die j 
Their Fate deploring, to forget our Own / 

What, all the Pomps, and TriunSphs of our Livtt, 
But Legacies in BloiS>m I Our lean Soil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in yanitie5y 

From 
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iProm Friends interred beneath ; a rich Manute I 
Like other Worms^ we banquet on the Dead ; 
i-ike otfier Worms, Ihall'we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent Frailties^ or approaching Fate ? 

Lorenzo ! fuch the Glories of the Workl ! 
^A^hat is the World itfelf ? r^j World ?— A Grave. 
Where is the Diift that has not been alive ? 
The Spade> the Plough, difturb our Anceftors ; 
From human Mould we reap our daily Bread. 
The Globe around Earth's hollow Surface fhakes, 
And is the Ceiling of her flceping Sons, 
0*er Devaftation we blind Revels keep ; 
Whole bury*d Towns fupport the Dancer's Heel. 
The Moijiof human Frame the Sun exhales ; 
Winds fcatter, thr^' the mighty Void, t,hc Dry ; • 
Earth repoflefles Part of what (he gave, 
And the freed Spirit mounts on Wings of Fire ; 
Each Element partakes our fcatter*d Spoils ; 
As Nature, wide, our Ruins fpread ; Man's Deafb 
Inhabits all Things, but the Thought of Man. 

Nor Man alone j his breathing Buft ejTpires, 
His Tomb is mortal ; Empires die : Where, now, 
Tht Roman? Greek? They ftalk, an empty Name! 
Yet Few regard them in this ufcful Light ; 
Tho* half our Learning is their Epitaph. 
When down thy Vale, unlocked by Midnight Thought, 
That loves to wander in thy Sunlefs Realms, 

O Death! 
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Death I I ftrctch my View • what Vifiom rife 1 
What Triumphs ! Toik imperial ! Arti diVint ! 
in withered Laurels glide before my Sight ? 
What Lengths of far-fam*d Agcs^ billow*d-high 
With human Agitation, roll along 

In unfubftantial Images of Air I . 

The melancholy Ghofts of dead Renown^ 

Whifp'ring faint Echoes of the World's Applaufe^ 

With penitential Afpcd> as they pafs j 

All point at Earthy and hifs at human Pride, 

The Wifdom of the fTifcj and Prancings of the Greats 

But, O Lorenzo 1 far the reft above 
Of ghaftly Nature, and enormotis Size^ 
One Form aflaults my Sight, and chills my Bteod^ 
And fliakes my Frame. Of 0»^ departed World 

1 fee the mighty Shadow j oozy Wreath 
And difmal Sea-weed crown her j o'er her Urn 
Reclin'di flie weeps her defolated Realms, 
And bloated Sons ; and, weeping, prophefies 
Jnotbet's Diffolution, foon, in Flames, 

But, like Cassandra, prophcfies in vain; ' 
In vain^ tQ Many } not^ I truft, to* Thee* 

For, know'ft thou not, or art thou loth to knoWi 
The great Decree^ the Counfel of the Skiis ? 
Deluge and Conflagration^ dreadful Powers ! 
IWmc Minifters of Vengeaince ! ChainVlinCa^ 
Diftina:, apm the Giant Furies K>iri 

Apart; 
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Apart ; or fuch their horrid Rage for Ruin, ^ 
In mutual Conflift would they rifci aixi wag© 
Eternal War> till One was quite devour'd. 
But not for This^ ordain*d their boundlds Rage % 
When Heaven's inferior Inftnunents of Wrath^ 
tf^ar^ Famine J Pefiilence^ are found too weak 
To fcourge a World for her enormous Crimes, 
Thefi are let loofe, alternate i Down they ruih,^ 
Swift and TempeftyouSi from th' eternal Thronei 
With irrefiftible Commiffion , arm'd^ 
The World, in vain cprre£led^ to deftroy^ 
And cafe Creation of the Ihocking Scene. 

Secft thou, Lorenzo ! what depends ^n Man? . 
The Fate of Nature j a$/(?r Man^ hej Birtb. 
Eorth^% Aftors change E^rth'$ tranfi^^ry Scenes, 
And make Creation groaa with human Guilt, 
How muft it groan, io a new Deluge whelm'dg. 
But not of Waters ! At thc; deftin'd Houl*, 
By the loud Trumpet iumrooii'd to the Charge* 
See, all the fprmidiibk Soas of Fire, 
Eruptions, Earthquakes, Comets, Lightnings, play 
Their various Engines ; All at onqe difgorge 
Their blaring Magazines ; and take, by St^rm, 
This, poor terreftri^l Citadel of Man. 

Amazing Period ! when each Moum^in-Hciglit 
Out-burD$ Vefwoius \ Rocks eternal pour 
Their melted Mafs, as Rivers' oncd tliey poured j ... 

Stars 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



300 !rtf COKSOLAtlOR ;NightI3t. 

Stars nilh ; and final Ruin fiercely drives 
Her Ploiigbfhare o'er Creation !—^Whilc alofit^ 
More than Aftonifliment ! if more cdn be ! 
Far ether Firmanunt than e*er was fecn^ 
Than e'er was thought by Man ! Far other Stars ! 
Stars animate^ that govern thcfe of Fire -, 

Far other Sun ! A Sun^ O how unlike 

The Babe at Beth'km ! How unlike the Man 

That groaned on Cahafy ! Yet He it is 4 

That Man of Sorrows ! O how chang'd ! What Pomp ? 
In Grandeur-terrible, All Heav*n defcends ! 
And Gods, ambitious, triumph in His Train. 
A fwift Archangel, with his golden Wing, 
As Blots and Clouds, that darken And difgrace 
The Scene divine> fweeps Stars and Suns afide. 
^nd now, all Drofs remov*d5 HeavVs own pure Day, 
Full on the Confines* of our -flEther, flames. 
While (dreadful Contraft !) far> how far beneath I 
Hell burfting, belches forth her blazing Seas, 
And Storms fulphureous ; her voracious Jaws 
Expanding wide^ and roaring for her Prey. 

Lorenzo I welcome to this Scene •, the Laft 
In NateUre*s Courfe ; the Firft in Wifdom's Th<ilight* 
f'his ftrikes, if aught can ftrikc thee \ This awakes 
The moft Supine -, This fnatches Man from Death. 
Roufe, rouie, Lorenzoi then, $nd follow me^ 
Where Truth, the moft momentous Man can heaf, 
Loud calls my.Soul, and Ardor wings her Flight. 

I find 
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1 find my Infpiration in my Theme ; 
The Grandeur of my Subj^ is my Mufe, 

At Mdnighty when Mankind i§ wrapt in Peace^ 
And worldly Fancy feeds on golden Dreams ; 
To give more Dread to M^n's moft dreadful Hour, 
At Midnight, 'trs,prefum'd, this Pomp will byrft 
From tenfold Darkaefs j fudden, as the Spark 
From imitten Steel ; frojn nitrous Grain, the Blaze, 
Man, ftarting from his Couch, (hall fleep. no more ! 
The Day is broke, which never more Ihall clofe ! 
Above, around, beneath. Amazement All ! 
Terror and Glory join'd in their Extremes ! 
Our GOD in Graiideur, and our ^(?rA/ on Fire! 
All Nature ftruggling in the Pangs of Death ! 
Doft thou not hear her ? Doft thou not deplore 
Jler ftrong Convulfions, and her final Groan ? 
Where are we now ? Ah me ! The Ground is gone. 
On which we ftood, Lorenzo ! While thou may*fl:». 
Provide more finnSypport, or fink fqrEverl 
Where? How?- Fron\ whence? Vain Hope! It is too latel 
Where, where, for Shelter, Ihall the Guilty fly. 
When Confternation turns the Good Man pale ? 

Great Day 1 for which all other Days were made; 
For which Earth rofe from Chaos j Man from Earth j 
And an Eternity, the Date of Gods, 
Defccnded on poor Earth-created Man ! 

Great 
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Gre^t Day of Dread, Decifion, and Defpair ! 
At Thought of Thcc, each fublunarj Wife 
Lets go its eager Grafp» and drops the World j 
And catches at each Reed of Hop^ in Heaven. 
At nought of Thee !-r And art thou ahfent then } 
Xjoubnzo ! No 5 *ti$ Here ; — it is begun j-r* 
Already is begun the Grand AiBze, 
In Thee, in All : Deputed Codcience icales 
The dread Tribunal, and foreftalls our Docm^ 
J^oreftalls ; and, by foreftalling^ proves it Smre. 
Why on Himftlf ihould Man void Judgment ^%} 
Is idle Naturt laughing at her Sons ? 
Who Omfcienci fent, her Sentence will fopporl. 
And GOP Abov^ affect That God in Man. 

Thrice happy They ! that entei- ^rw fh* Couit 
Heav*n opens in theii^ Bofoms : But, how rar^^ 
Ah me ! That Magnanimity, ho# rar6 f 
What Hero, like the Man whdftand^HimlidF^ 
Who dares to meet his naked Heart aldrte ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the fall Charge it brings^ 
Refolv^d to filcnce fature Murmurs There ? 
The Ccfward flies ; and, flying, i$ undone. 
(Art thou a Coward ? No) : The Coward flics-. 
Thinks, but thinks (lightly •, alks; but fears tb*»^i 
Aflcs, « What is ^mb r with Fit AtE ; *d retires i 
Diflblves the Court, and minxes wirfi the Throng i 

Afylum fad j from Rcafon, Hope, and Hoav'a! 

Shall 
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Shall AH, but Man^ look out with jK-dcnt Eye^ 
For that great Day, which was ovdzm^dfcr Man ? 
O Day of Confummation ! Mark fiipreme 
(If Men are wife) of human Thought ! nor Icaft^ 
Or in. the Sight of Angels, or their KING! * 
Angels^ whofe radiiuit Circles, Hei^t o'er Height, 
Order o'er Order, rifing. Blaze o'er Blaze^ 
As in a Theatre, furround Tliis Scene, 
Intent on Man, and anxious for his Fate, 
Angds^ lock out for Thee, iot Thee, their LORD^ 
To vindicate His Glory ; and for Thee, 
Creation univerfal calls aloud, 
To dif-involve the fmoral World, 2«id give 
To Naturt'^ Renovation brighter Charms. ' 

SbaH Man alone, whofe Fate, whofe final Fntt^ 
Hangs on that Hour,, exclude it from hi^- Thought ? 
I think of nothing elfe ; 1 fee ! I feel it ! 
All Nature^ like an Earthqu^e, trembling round \ 
All Deities^ like Summer's Swarms, on Wing ! 
All baiking in the full Meridian Blaze ! ■ 
I fee the Judoe inthron'dl The flaming Guard !' 
The Volume c^n'd'J Openp'd every Heart } - 

A Sun-beam pointing out each fecret Thought! 
No Patron ! Interceflbr none ! Now pafl 
The fweet, the dement. Mediatorial Hour ! 
For Guilt no Plea ! To Pain, no Paufc ! no Bound f 
jnexorable, All ! and All, Extreme ! 

Nor 
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Nor Man alone \ the Foe of God and Maiit 
From hU dark Den, blafpheming^ drag$ his Chaini^ 
And rears his brazen Front with Thunder fcarr'd ; 
Receives his Sentence, and begins his Hell. 
All Vengeance /4^, now, fccms abundant Grace : 
Like Meteors in a ftormy Sky, ho>7 roll 
^is baleful Eyes ! He curfes whom he dre^s } 
And dceins it th? Firft Moment of \fi% Fall, 

^Tis prefifit to my Thought ! — And, yct^ where is \x} 
Jngeb can't tell me \ Angels cannot guefs^ 
The Period \ from aeaied Beings locked 
In Darknefs. But the Froeefsy and the Ptace^ 
Arc lefs obfcure \ for Thefc may Man inquire. 
Say, Thou great Clofe of human Hopes and Fears! 
Great Key of Hearts ! Gretf Finifh^r of Fates ! 
GreatEnd ! and Great Beginning ! Say^Where art Thqu,^ 
Art thou in TiVw, or in Etendty ? 
Nor in Eternity^ t\oxTime^ I find Thee. 
Thefe, as Two Monarchs, on their Borders meet, 
(Monarchs of All elaps'd, or \inarriv*d !) 
As. in Debate, how beft their PowVs ally'd 
May fwell the Grandeur,^ or difcharge the Wralh^ 
Of HIM, whom both their Mofnarchies obey. 

Time, this vaft Fabric for him built (and dpom'<i 
With him to fall) ntw burfting o'er his Head -, 
His Lamp, the Sun, extinguiih'd ; from beneath. 

The 
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The Frown of hideous Darknefsj calls his Sons 
From their Jong Slumber ; from Earth's heaving Womb 
To Second Birth -, contemporary Throng ! 
Rous'd at One Call, upftarting from One Bed^ 
Preft in One Croud, appal'd with One Amaze> 
He turns them o'er> Eternity! to thee. 
Then (as a King depos'd difdains to livej 
He falls on his own Scythe j nor falls alo^te \ 
His greatcft Foe falls with him ; Tme^ and He 
Who murdered all dime's Offspring, Deaths expire. 

TIME was! ETERNITY now reigns alone I 
Awful Eternity ! offended Queen ! 
And her Refentment to Mankind, how juft 1 
With kind Intent foliciting Accefs, 
How often has fhe knocked at human Hearts ! 
Rich to repay their Hofpitality, 
How often call'd ! and with the ^'oice of God ! 
Yet bore Repulfe, excluded as a Cheat! 
A Dream ! while fouled Foes found Welcome /^tf / 
A Dream, a Cheat, now^ all Things, but hir Smile? 

For, lo! her twice Ten thoufand Gates tWown wide. 
As thrice from Indus to the frozen Pole, 
With Banners, ftreaming as the Comefs Blaze, 
And Clarions, louder than the Deep in Storms, . 
Sonorous, as immortal Breath can blow. 
Pour forth their Myriads, Potentates, and Powers, 
Of Light, of Darknefs i in a middle Field, 

U Wide^ 
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Wide, as Creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral Region ! there to mark th* Event 
Of that great Drama, whofe preceding Scenes 
Detained them clofe Speftators, thro* a Length 
Of Ages, ripening to this grand Refult ; 
Ages, as yet unnumbered, but by God ; 
"Who now, pronouncing Sentence, vindicates 
The Rights of Virtue, and His own Renown. 

ETERNITY, the various Sentence paft,. 
Afligns the fever*d Throng diftinft Abodes, 
Sulphureous, or Ambrofiai : What enfues ? 
The Deed predominant ! the Deed of Deeds ! 
Which makes a Hell of Hell, a Heaven of Heav'Or 
The Goddefsy with determined Afpeft, turns 
Her adamantine Key's enormous Size 
Thro* Deftiny's inextricable Wards, 
Deep-driving ev*ry Bolt, on Both their JFatcs, 
Then, from the Cryftal Battlements of Heaven, 
Down,* down, ftie hurls it thro* the dark Profound, 
Ten thoufand thoufand Fathom ; there to ruft, 
And ne'er unlock her Rclblution more. 
The Deep refounds, and Hell, thro* all her Glooms, 
Returns, in Groans, the melancholy Roar. 

O how unlike the Chorus of the Skies ! 
O how unlike thofe Shouts of Joy, that (hake 
The vfhoW Ethereal ! How the Concave rings ! 
Nor ftrange ! when Deities their Voice exalt 5 



And 
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And louder far, than when Creathn rofc, 
To fee CrecUon'z godlike Aim, and End, . 
So well accomplilhM ! fo divinely clos'd I 
To fee the mighty Drdmatifi*% laft Adt 
(As meet) in Glory rifmg o'er the reft. 
No fanfy'd God, a G O D indeed^ defcends. 
To foive all Knots ; to ftrike the Moral home 5 
To throw full Day on darkcft Scenes of ^ime \ 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown, the ^^ hole. 
Hence, in one Peal of loud, eternal Praife, 
The charm'd Spectators thunder their Applaufe \ 
And the vaft Void beyond, Applaufe refounds. 

What then am I ? — 

Amidft applauding Worlds, ^ 
And Worlds ccleftial, 4s there found on Earth, 
A peevifli, diflbnant, rebellious String, 
Which jars in the grand Chorus, and Complains f 
Cenfure on Thee^ Lorenzo! I fufpend, 
And turn it on Myfelf \ how greatly due ! ' 

AlU All is Rights by God ordain'd, or done ; 
And who, but God, refum*d the Friends He gave I 
And have I been Complainings then, fo long ? 
Complaining of His Favours ; Pain^ and Death ? 
Who, without Paiifs Advice, would e'er be Good ? 
Who, without Deathy but would be Good irf vain\^ •.; . 
Pain is to fave from Pain ; All Punifhment,f 
To make for Peace ; and Death to fave from Death j 
And Second Death, to guard immortal Life j 

U 2 To 
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To roufe the Carclcfs, the Prefumptuous awe. 
And turn the Tide of Souls another Way j 
By the fame Tendernefs Divine ordain'd. 
That planted Edettj and h'gh-bloom'd for Man, 
A fairer Edeny endlefs, in the Skies. 

Heav'n gives us Friends to blefs the prefent Scene; 
Refumes them, to prepare us for the nexf. 
All Evils Natural art Moral Goods ; 
All DifcipHne, Indufgence^ on the Whole. 
None are unhappy ; All have Caufe to fmile. 
But fuch as to Themfclvcs That Caufe deny. 
Our Faults are at the Bottom of our Pains ; 
Error, in ASt^ or Judgment y is the Source 
Of endlefs Sighs : We^», or we miftakej 
And Nature tax, when falfe Opinion flings. 
Let impious Grief be banifli*d, Joy indulg'd ; 
But chiefly then^ when Grief puts in her Claim. 
Joy from the Joyous^ frequently betrays. 
Oft lives in Vanity, and dies in Woe. 
Joy, amidji Blsy corroborates, exalts ; ' 
*Tis Joy, and Conqueft ; Joy, and Virtue too. 
A noble Fortitude in Ills delights ^ 
Heav'n, Earth, Ourfelvcs ; 'tis Duty, Glory, Peace. 
AffliSion is the Good Man's (hining Scenes 
Profperity conceals his brighteft Ray ; 
As Night to Stars,. IVoe Luftre gives to Man. 
Heroes in Battle, Pilot^ in the Storm, 
And Virtue in Calamities, admire. 

The 
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The Crown of Manhood is a Winter- Joy ; 
An Evergreen, that ftands theNcribern Blaft, 
And bloflbms in the Rigour of our Fate. 

'Tis a prime Part of Happincfs, to know 
How much Unhappinefs mufi prove our Lot ; 
A Part which few poffefs ! Til pay Life's Tax, 
Without one rebel Murmur, from this Hour, 
Nor think it Mifery to be a Man ; 
Who thinks // iV, fhall never be a Gcd. 
Some Ills we wifti for, when we wifh to live, » 

What fpoke/r<?«i PaftoH ?— "♦Wifh my Being loftj" 
Prefumptuous ! Blafphemous ! Abfurd ! and Falfe ! , 
The Triumph of my Soul is, — That I am ; 
And therefore that I maj^ )x—What ? Lorenzo ! 
Look Inward, and look Deep ; and deeper ftill ; 
Unfathomable deep our Treafure runs 
In golden Veins, tliro* all Eternity ! 
Ages, and Ages, and fucceeding ftill 
New Ages, where this Phantom of an Hour, 
Which courts, each Night, dull Slumber for Repair, 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife. 
And fly thro* Infinite, and All unlock; 
And (if deferv'd) by Heav'n's redundant Love, 
Made half-adorable itfelf, adore ', 
And find, in Adoration, endlefs Joy ! 
Where Thou, not Mafter of a Moment bere^ 

U 3 Frail 

• Referring to the Firll Nighto 
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Frail as the FlowV, and fleeting as the Gale, 

May'ft bo?.ft a whole Eternity y enrich'd 

With All a kindOmmpotence can pour. 

Since Adam fell, no Mortal, uninfpir'd. 

Has ever yet conceived, or ever fhall. 

How Kind is GOD, how Great (if Good) is Man. 

No Man too largely from Heav'n's Love can hope, 

It what is hofd he labours tofecure. 

Ills?— There are none : yfll-Gractcus! none fromffe^; 
From MaHj full Many ! NumVous is the Race 
Of blackeft Ills, and thofe Immortal too. 
Begot by Mttdnefs on fair Liberty 5 
Heaven's Daughter, Hell-debauch'd ! ^^ Hand alone 
Unlocks Deftrudtion to the Sons of Men, 
Faft barr'd by Thine 5 high-wall'd with Adamaitt, 
Guarded with Terrors reaching to this World, 
And cover'd with the Thunders of Thy Law; 
Whofe Threats are Mercies^ whofc InjunfHons, GuiieSy 
Affifting, not rcftraining, ReafofC% Choice ; 
Whofc Sandions, unavoidable Rtfults 
Ffom Nature's Courfe, indulgently rcveal'd ; 
If unreveal'd, more Dangerous, . nor lefs Sure. 
Thus, an indulgent Father warns his Sons, 
•' Do This ; Fly That*' — nor always tells the Caufcj 
Pleased to reward, as Duty to his Will, 
A Conduft needful to theb own Repofe, 

•* Great 
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Great God of Wonders ! (if, Thy'Lcve furvey'd, 
Aught elfe the Name of wonderful retains) 
What Rocks are "Tbefe^ on which to build our Truft ? 
Thy Ways admit no Blemifh ; none I find j 
Or This alone — " 7hat none is to he. founds* 
Not One, to foften Cenfure's^ hardy Crime ; 
Not One, to palliate peevilh Gn>/'s Complaint, 
Who, like a Demon^ murmVing from the Duft, 
Dares into Judgment call her Judge. — Supreme ! 
For Jll I blefs Thee ; Moft, for the Severe ; 
* Her Death-^— wy own at Hand — the fiery Gulph, 
That flaming Bound of Wrath Omnipotent ! 
It thunders ;-^hut it thunders to preferve ; 
It ftrcngthens what it ftrikes •, its wholefome Dread 
Averts the dreaded Pain ; its hideous Groans 
Join HeavVs fweet Hallelujahs in Tiy Praife, 
Great Source'of Good alone ! ' How Kind in All ! 
In Vengeance, Kind! Pain^ Death, Gehennay SAVE. 

Thus, in Thy World material, Mgbty A^nd! 
Not that alone which folacesj ^nd JhineSj 
The Rough and Gloomy, challenges our Praife. 
The Winter is as needful as the Spring j 
The Thunder, as the Sun ; a ftagnate Mafs 
Of Vapours breeds a peftilential Air ; 
Nor more propitious the Favonian Breeze 
To Nature's Health, than purifying Storms j 

U 4 / The 
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The dread Volcano miniftcrs to Good. 
Its fmother*d Flames might undermine the World. 
Loud j¥Jnas fulminate in Love to Man ; 
Comets good Omens are, when duly fcann'd : . 
And, in their Ulc, EcUpfes learn to fliinc. 

Man is rcfponfible for Rls received -, 
Thofe we call wretched are a chofen Band, 
Ccmpeird to refuge in the Rights for Peace. 
i^. n:id my Lift of Blcffings infinite. 
Stand This the foremoft, " That my Heart has bled/* 
*Tis Heav'n's laft Effort of Good-will to Man 5 
When Pain can't blefs, Heav'n quits us in Defpair. 
Who fails to grieve, when juft Occafion calls. 
Or grieves too much, deferves not to be bleft 5 
Inhuman, or Effeminate, his Hear? j 
Reafon abfplves the Grief, which Reafon ends. 
May Heav'n ne'er tmft my Friend with Happinefs, 
Till.it has taught him how to bear it well. 
By previous Pain ; and made xifafe to /mile! 
Such Smiles are mine, za^fuch may they remain; 
Nor hazard their Extindlipn, from Excefs. 
My Change of Heart a Change of Style demands \ 
The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a Convert of my guilty Song. 

As when o'fr-labpur'd, and inclined to breathe, 
A panting Traveller, fome rifing Ground, 
gojr^e fmall Afcent, has gain'd, he turns him round, 

""" ' ^ And 
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And mcadires with his Eye the various Vale, 
The Fields, Woods, Meads, and Rivers he has paft 5 
And, fatiatc of his Journey, thinks of Home 
Endeair'd by Diftance, nor afFefts more Toil ; 
Thus I, though fmall, indeed, is that Afcent 
The Mufe has gainM, review the Paths flie trod 5 
Various, extenfive, beaten t>ut by Few ; , 
And, confcious of her Prudence in Repofe, 
Paufej and with Pleafure meditate an End, 
Though ftill remote; fo fruitful is my Theme. 
Thro* many a Field of Moral and Divincy 
The Mufe has ftray'd ; and much of Sorrow feen 
In human Wavs ; and much of Falls and Fain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad Road, can mifs. 
O'er Friends deceased full heartily fhe wept ; 
Of Love Divine the Wonders fhe difplay'd ; 
Prov'd Man immortal -y fhew'd the Source of Joy ; 
The grand Trihinal rais'd ; aflign^d the Bounds 
Of human Grief : In feWy 10 clofe the Whole, 
The moral Mufe has fhadow'd out a Sketch, 
Though not in Form, nor with a RAPHAEL-Stroke, 
Of Mqft our Weaknefs needs believe^ or doy 
In this our Land of Travel, and pf -Hope, 
For Peace on Earthy or Profped of the Skies. 

What then remains ?— Much ! much ! a mighty Debt 
To be difcharg'd : Thefe Thoughts, O Nioht ! areThine ; 
prom Thee they came, like Lovers fecret Sighs, 
While Others flept. So, Cynthia (Poets feign) 

In 
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In Shadows vcil'd, foft-fliding from her Sphere, 
Her Shepherd chear'dj of her enamour'd Icfs, 
Than I of Thee. — And art Thou ftill unfung, 
Beneath whofe Brow, and by whofe Aid, I fmg ? 

Immortal Silence ! Where fhall I begin ? 

Where end ? Or how fteal Mufic from the Spheres, 
To footh their Goddcfs ? 

O majeftic Night! 
Natures great Anceftor ! Bafs Elder-born ! 
And fated to furvivc the tranfient Sun ! 
By Mortals, and Immortals, feen with Awe f 
A ftarry Crown thy Raven Brow adorns. 
An azure Zone, thy Waift ; Clouds, in Hcav'n'sLoora 
Wrought thro' Varieties of Shape and Shade, 
In ample Folds of Drapery diving. 
Thy flowing Mantle form, and, Heav'n throughout, 
Voluminoufly pour thy pompous Train. 
Thy gloomy Grandeurs (Nature^ moft auguft, 
Infpiring Afpeft !) claim a grateful Verfe ; 
And, like a fable Curtain ftarr*d with Gold, 
Drawn o'er my Labours paft, fhall clofe the Scene. 

And what, O Man ! fo worthy to be fung ? 

What more prepares us for the Songs of Heaven? 

Creation of Archangels is the Theme ! 

What, to be fung, fo needful? What fo well 

Celeftial Joys prepares us to fuitain ? 

The Soul of Man, HIS Face defign'd to fee, 

m:^o gave thefe Wonders to be feen by Man, 

2 Has 
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Has here a previous Scene of Objefts^rr/?/, 
On which to dwell •, to ftretch to that Expanfe 
Of Thought, to rife to that exalted Height 
Of Admiration, to contraft that Awe, 
And give her whole Capacities that Strength, 
Which beft may qualify for final Joy. 
The more our Spirits are inlarg'd on Earthy 
The deeper Draught Ihall they receive of Heaven. 

HeavVsKING ! whofeFaceunveirdconfummatesBlifsj 
Redundant Blifs ! which fills that mighty Void, 
The whole Creation leaves in human Hearts ! 
THOU, who didft touch the Lip of Jesse's Son, 
Wrapt in fweet Contemplation of thefe Fires, 
And fet his Harp in Concert with the Spheres ! 
While of Thy Works Material the Supreme 
I dare attempt, affift my daring Song. 
Loofe me from Eartb\ Inclofure, from the Sun*s 
Contrasted Circle fet my Heart at large ; , 
Eliminate my Spirit, give it Range 
Through Provinces of Thought yet unexplorM j 
T^ach me, by this ftupendous Scaffolding, 
Creation's golden Steps, to climb to THEE. 
Teach me with Art great Nature to controu]. 
And fpread a Luftre o'er the Shades of Night. 
Feel I Thy kind Affent ? And fhairthe Sun 
Be feen at Mdnigbt^ rifing in my Song. 

Lorenzo! 
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Lorenzo! come, and warm thee: Thou, whole Hearty 
WlK>fe little Heart, is moor'd within a Nook 
Of this obfcure Tcrreftrial, Anchor weigh. 
Another Ocean calls, a nobler Port ; 
/am thy Pilot, /thy profpVous Gale. 
Gainful thy Voyage through yon azure Main ; 
Msun, without Tempeft, Pirate, Rock, or Shore ; 
And whence thou may'ft import eternal Wealth; 
And leave to beggared Minds the Pearl and Gold. 
Thy Travels doft thou boaft o*er foreign Realms ? 
Thou Stranger to the World! thy Tour begin \ 
Thy Tour through Nature^ univerfal Orb. 
Nature delineates her whole Chart at large. 
On foaring Souls, that fail among the Spheres ; 
And Man how purblind, if unknown the Whole! 
Who circles fpacious Earthy Then travels bere^ 
Shall own. He never was from Home before ! 
Come, my t Prometheus, from , thy pointed Rock 
Of falfe Ambition if unchain^ , we*ll mount ; 
We'll, innocently^ fteal celeflial Fire, 
And kindle our Devotion at the Stars \ 
A Theft, that fhall not chain, but fet thee free. 

Above our Atmofphere's inteftine Wars, 
Rain's Fountain-Head, the Magazine of Hail, 
Above the Northern Nells of feather'd Snows, 

The 

+ Night the Eighth. 
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Hie Brew of Thunders, and the flaming Forge 
That forms the crooked Lightning 5 *bovc the Caves 
Where infant Tempefts wait their growing Wings, 
And tune their tender Voices to That Roar, 
Which, foon perhaps, (hall fhake a Guilty World ; 
Above mifconftruM Omens of the Sky, 
Far-travell'd Comets calculated Blaze, 
Eiancc diy Thought, and think of more than Man. 
Thy Soul, till now, contradled, withci:'d, flinmk. 
Blighted by Blafls of Earth's unwholfomf^ Air, 
Will bk)ffi>m hert ; fpread all her Faculties 
To thefe bright Ardors •, ev'ry PowV unfold, 
And rife into Sublimities of Thought ; 
Stars teacb^ as well zsjbine. At Nature^% Birth, 
^hus^ their Commiflion ran — " Be kind toA^w//* 
Where art thou, poor benighted Traveller ! 
The Stars will light thee -, tho* the Moon (hould fail 
Where art Thou, more benighted ! more aftray ! 
In Ways immoral ? The Stars call thee back 5 
And, if obey*d their Counfel, fct thee right. 

This Profpeft vaft, what is it ? — Weigh'd aright, 
*Tis Nature's Syftem of Divinity, 
And ev'ry Student of the Night infpires. 
'Tis elder Scripture, writ by GOD's own Hand ; 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by Man. 
Lorenzo ! with my Radius (the rich Gift 
Of Thought nofturnal !) Y\\ point out to thee 
Its various Leflbns j fome that may furprife ^ 
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AnUn-adcpt in Myfteries of Night ; 
Litde, perhaps, cxpefted in her School, 
Nor thought to grow on Planet, or on Star. 
Bulls, Lions, Scorpions, Monfters here we feign \ 
Ourfclves more monftrous, not to fee what here 
Exifts indeed \ — a Leisure to Mankind. 

What read we here ?— Th* Exiftence of a GOD ?— 
Yes i and of other Beings, Man above -, 
Natives of jEtber! Sons of higher Climes ! 
And, what may move Lorenzo's Wonder more, 
Eternity is written in the Skies* 
And whofe Eternity ?— Lorenzo ! Thine ; 
Mankind's Eternity. Nor Faith alone, 
Virtue grows here ; here fprings the fovVeign Cure 
Of almoft ev'ry Vice -, but chiefly Thine ; 
TFratby Pride^ Ambition^ and impure Deftre. 

Lorenzo ! Thou canfl wake at Midnight too, 
Tho* not on Morals bent : Ambition^ Pleafure ! 
Thofe Tyrants I for Thee fo f lately fought, 
Afford their harafs'd Slaves but flender Reft* 
Thou^ to whom Midnight is immoral Noon, 
And the Sun's noon-tide Blaze, prime Dawn of Day ; 
^Not by thy Climate, but Capricious Crime, 
Commencing one of oui* Antipodes / 
In thy no£burnal Rove, one Moment halt, 
*Twixt Stage and Stage, of Riot, and Cabal ; 

And 

^ Night the Eighth, 
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And lift thine Eye (if bold an Eye to lift. 
If bold to meet the Face of injured Heaven) 
Xo yonder Stars : For other Ends they Ihine, 
Than to light Revellers from Shame to Shame, . 
And, thus, be made Accomplices in Guilt. 

Why from yon Arch, that Infinite of Space, 
With Infinite of lucid Orbs replete. 
Which fet the living Firmament on Fire, 
At the firfl Glance, in fuch an Overwhelm 
Of Wonderful, on Man's aftonifhM Sight, 
Rufiies Omnipotence ? —To curb oui: Pride 5 
Our Reafon roufe, and lead it to that Power, 
Whofe Love lets down thefe Silver Chains of Light % 
To draw up Man's Ambition to Himfelf^ 
And bind our chafte AffeSlions to His Throne. 
Thus the Three Virtues, leaft alive on Earth, 
And welcomed on Heav'n's Coall with mbft Applaufe, 
An Humble^ Pure^ and Heavenly-minded Heart, 
Are here infpir'd : — And canft thou gaze too long ? 

Nor ftands thy IVratb deprived of its Reproof, 
Or un-upbraidcd by this radiant Choir. 
The Planets of each Syftem reprefent 
Kind Neighbours ; mutual Amity prevails ; 
Sv^eet Interchange of Rays, received, returned ; 
Enlightening, and enlightened ! All, at once, 
Attradting, and attrafted ! Patriot-like, 
None fins againft the Welfare of the Whole ; 

But 
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But their reciprocal, unfelfifti Aid, 
Affords an Emblem of MUknnial Love. 
Nothing in Nature, much lefs confcious Being, 
Was e'er created folely for Itfelf : 
Thus Man his fov'reign Duty learns in this 
Material Pidure of Benevolence. 

And know, of all our fupercilious Race, 
Thou moft inflammable ! Thou Wafp of Men ! 
Man's angry Heart, infpeSledy would be found 
As rightly fet, as are the ftarry Spheres ; 
•Tis Natures Strudure, broke by ftubborn ^//, 
Breeds all that un-celeftial Difcord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the Bias Nature gave ? 
Canft thou defcend from Converfe with the Skies, 
And feize thy Brother's Throat ? — For what — a CM 
An Inch of Earth ? The Planets cry, " Forbear/* 
They chafe our double Darknefs ; Nature's Gloom, 
And (kinder ftill !) our intelleffual Night. 

And fee, D^s amiable Sifter fends 
Her Invitation, in the fofteft Rays 
Of mitigated Luftre-, courts thy Sight, 
Which fuflfers from her Tyrant-Brother's Blaze. 
Night grants thee the full Freedom of the Sides, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted Eye ; 
With Gain^ and Jty^ Ihe bribes thee to be wife. 
Night opes the nobleft Scenes, and flieds an Awe, 
Which gives thofe venerable Scenes full Weight, 

. And 
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And deep Recepdon, in th* intender*d Heart j 
Whil? Light peeps thro* the Darknefs, like a Spy j 
And D^rknefs IhewS its Grandeur by the Light. 
Nor is the Profit grcatei: than the Joy^ 
If human Hearts at' glorious Olgefis glow. 
And Admiration cab infpireJDelight. 

What fpcak I hiore, than 1, this Moment^ feel ? 
With pleafmg Stupor. firft the Soul is ftruck 
(Stupor ordainM to make her truly Wife !) : . 
Then into Trdnfport ftarting from her Trance^ 
With Love, and Admiration, how flic glows ! 
This gorgeous Apparatus ! This Dilplay ! 
This Oflentation of creative Power \ 
This Theatre ! — what Eye can take it in ?. . 
By what divine Inchantment was It raised, , , . . 
For Minds 6f the firft Magnitude to launch 
In endlefs Speculation, and adore ? 
One Sun by Day, by Night S*!?;^ fboufanJ {hint's 
And light us deep into the DEITY, . 
How boundlefsf in Magnififcence and Might ? 
O what a Confluence of ethereal Fires, 
From Urns unnumbered, down th^ Steep of Heaven, 
Streams to a Point, and centres in my Sight ! 
Nor tarries ibere\ I feel it at my Heart. . 
My Heart, at dhce, it humbles, and exalts \ 
Lays it iiiDuft:, and cdls it to the Skies. 
Who fees it, untfxaltcd,- anduriaw'd ? 
Who feeslt, atid'can'ifep at -^ftat is feen ? 

X Material 
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Material Offspring of Omnipotencb ! 
Inanimate, All-animating Birth! 
Work worthy Him who made it ! Worthy Praire ! 
AUPraifc! Praife i»^^ than human 1 riardeny*d 
Thy Praife Divine! — But tho* Man, droWd in Sleep, 
With-holds his Homage, not' alone I wake ^ 
Bright Legions fwarm unfeen, and fing, unheard 
By mortal Ear, the glorious Architedt, 
In This His univerfal Temple, hung 
WithLuftres, with innumerable Lighu, 
That Ihcd Religion on the Soul ; at once. 
The Temple^ and the Preacher ! O haw loud 
It calls Demotion ! genuine Growth of Ni^bf! 



I'j 



Devotion ! Daughter of Aftrononiy ! 
An undevout Aftrgnomer is mad. 
True i All Things fpeak^ a GODi v but in the Small, 
Men trace 6ut Him ; ip Great, He feizes Man. 
Seizes, and elevates, and raps, zxyd fills 
With new^ Inquiries, 'mid Aliociates new. 
Tell me, ye Sura ! ye Plaiiets ! tell me, all 
. Ye Starred, and Planctecir* Inhabitants ! What is it? 
What are thcfe Soiis ot Wonder ? Say, proud Arch f 
(Within Whofe aziire P^aces^ they dwell) 
Built with Divine Ambition ! in Difilain . 
Of Limit built! built in the Tafte of Heaven I 
Vaft Concave ! Ample Dome ! Waft thou 4?fiS?'^ ' 
A meet Apartment" for the DEITY ? — ' 
Not fo^i That Thought alon&tby State impairs, 

■'*''-." Thy 
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"Thy Uofty finks, arid fhallows thy Profound^ 
And ftreightcns thy Biffufivt ; dwarfs the Whole, 
And makes an Uriiverfc an Orrery. 

But when I drop mine Eye, and look on Man, 
Thy Right regaitiM, thy Grandeur is reftor'd, 
ONaturil wide flies off th* expanding Rounds 
As when whole Migazin^s^ at Once, are fir'd 
The fmittcn Air is hollowed by the Blow \ 
The vaft DifpIotio^ diflipates the Clouds j 
Shocked JEther's Billows dalh the diikrlt Skies % 
Thus (but for more) th' expanding Round flies off, 
And leaves a mighty Void, a Ipacious WomS, 
Might teem with new Creation i re-infiam'd 
Thy Lumin^ies triumph, and aflfume 
Divinity themfelves. Nor was it ftrange. 
Matter high-wrought to fuch furprifing Ponip^ 
Such godlike Glory, ftole the Style of Gods, 
From Ages dark, obtufe, and fl:eep*d in Sen[e \ 
For, fure, to Senje^ they truly are divine, 
And half-abfolv'd Idolatry from Guilt ; 
Nay, turn'd it into Virtue. Such it was 
In thofe, who put forth all thpy had of Man 
Unloft, to lift their Thought, nor mounted higher ; 
But,, weak of Wing, on Planets percVd j and thought 
What w:as their Higheft, mufl be their Ador'd. 

But They how '^^4/t, who could no higher mount ? 
And are there, then, Lorsnzo ! Thofe, to whom 

X 2 Uiifeen, 
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Unfcen, and Uncxiftent, are the Same? 

And if Incomprchenfible is joined. 

Who dare pronounce it Madncfs, to hduve ? 

Why has the Mighty Builder thrown afide 

All Meafure in His Work ; ftrctch'd out his Line 

So far, and Ipread Amazement o'er the Whole ? 

Then (as He took Delight in wide Extremes), 

Deep in the Bofom of his Univerfe, . 

Dropt down that reafoning Mite, that Infeft, Man^ 

To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the Scene ?— 

That Man might ne'er preiume to plead Amazement 

For Dilbelief of Wonders in Himfelf. 

Shall God be lefs miraculous, than what 

His Hand' has formed? Shall Myfteries defcend 

From Un-myfterious ? Things more Elevate, 

Be more familiar ? Uncreated lie 

^ore obvigus than Created, to the Grafp 

Of human Thought ? The more of Wonderful 

Is heard in /7/w, the more we fhould aflent. 

Could we conceive Him^ GOD He could hot be ; 

Or He not GOD, or we could not be Men. 

A GOD alone can comprehend a GOD ; 

Man^s Diftance how immenfe ! On fuchz Theme, 

Know This, Lorenzo ! (feem it ne'er fo ftrangc) 

Nothing cran yJ2//^, but what r^;^/(?«»^j ; 

Nothirtg, but what ^7?(?»^^j, htrue. 

The Scene thou feeft attefts the Truth Ifing, 

And ev*ry Star iheds Light upon thy Creed. 

I^h^fe Stars, this Furniture, this Coft of Heaven, 

/ - - , - :. : :■ . jf 
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If l?ut reportedy thou had'ft ne'er believ'd ; 
But thine Eje tells thee, the Romance is true. 
The Grand of Nature is th*Almighty*s Oath, 
In Reafonh Court, to (ilence Unbelief. 

How my Mind, opening at this Scene, imbibes 
The moral Emanations of the Skies, 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lefs admires! 
Has the Great Sovereign fent Ten thoufand Worlds, 
To tell us. He refides above them AH, 
In Glory's unaj^roachable Recefs ? 
And dare Earth's bold Inhabitants deny 
The fumptucjus, the magnific Embaffy 
A Montent*s Audience ? Turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impart 
For Man's Emolument \ fole Caufe that ftoops 
Their Grandeur to Man's Eye ? Lorenzo ! roufe ; 
Let Thought, awaken'd, take the Lightning's Wing* • 
And glance from Eaft to Weft, from Pole to Pole- 
Who fees, but is confounded, or convinced ? 
Renounces Reafon^ or a GOD adores ? 
Mankind was fent into the World toy^^ : 
Sight gives the Science needful to their Peace ; 
That obvious Science ^(ksfmall Learning's Aid. 
Wouldft thou on Metaphyfic Pinions foar ? 
Or wound.thy Patience amid Logic Thorns ? 
Or travel Hiftory's enormpus Round ? 
Nature no fuch hard Tafk injoins : She gave 
A Make to Man direftive of his Thought 5 

X3 AMakc 
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A Make fet upright^ pointing to the Stars, 
As who Ihould fay, " Read thy chief Leffon thew." 
Too late to read this Manufcript of Heaven, 
When, like a Parchment-Scroll, Ihrunk up by Flames, 
|t folds Lorenzo's Leflbn from his Sight. 

Leffon how various ! Not the God alonCji 
1 fee his Mmjters \ I fee, diffus'4 
In radiant Orders, Effcnces fublime. 
Of various Offices, of variqus Plume, 
In heav'nly Liveries, diflinftly, clad. 
Azure, Green, Purple, Pearl, or downy Gold, 
Or all commix*d •, they fland, with Wings outfprcad, 
Lifl'ning to catch the Maflef's leafl Command^ 
And fly rijro- Nature^ ere the.Mbm^nt ends % 
Numbers innumerable !— Well coaceiv'd 
By. Pagarty and by Cbrifiian ! O'er each Sphqs^ 
Prcfidcs an Angel, to dircft its Courfc, 
And feed, or fan, its Flames ; or to difch^rg^ 
Other high Trufl unknown. For who can fee 
Such Pomp of Matter, and imagine, MW, 
For which alone Inanimate was made. 
More fparingly difpens'd > That nobler Son, 
Far liker the great SIRJE;!— 'Tis thus the Skie^ 
Inform us of Superiors numberlefs. 
As much, in Excellence^ above Mankind, 
As above Earthy in Magnitude^ tlic Spheres^ 
Thefej as a Cloud pf WitnefTes, hang o'erjjs j 
In a throng'd Theatre are .all our Dqcds ; 

Perhaps, 
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Perhaps, a Thotifand Demigods defcend 
On ev*ry Beam we fee, to walk with Men, 
Awfiil Rcfleftion t Strong Reftraint from 111 ! 

Yet, beri^ our Virtue finds ftill ftropger Aid 
From thefe ethereal Glories Senfe furveys. 
Something, like Magic, ftrikes from this blqe Vault % 
Withjuft Attention is it view'd? Wc ftel . 
A fudden Succour, un-implor'd,* un-thought ; 
iVii/i/r^ herfelf does Half the Work of Man. 
Seas, Rivers, Mountains, Forefts, Deferts, Rocks, 
The Promontory's Height, the Depth profound 
Of fubterranean, excavated Grots, 
Black-brow*d, and vaulted-high, and yawning wide 
From Nature's Strudhire, or the Scoop of Time -^ 
If ample of Dimenfion, vaft of Size, 
Ev'h Thefe an aggrandizing Impulfe give ; 
Of folemn Thought enthufiaftic Heights 
Ev'n Thefe infufe.— But what of Vaft in Thefe ? 
Nothing i-^— or we muft own the Skies forgot. 
Much lefs in Art. — ^Vain Art ! Thou Pygmy-Power J 
How doft thou fwell, axid ftrut, with human Pride, 
To Ihew thy Litdenefs ! What childifh Toys, 
Thy watry Columns fquirted to the Cloud§ ! 
Thy bafon'd River^' and imprifon'd Seas ! 
Thy Mountains mplded into Forms of Men I 
Thy Hundred-gated Capitals { Or Thofe 
Where Three Days Travel left us much to ride j 
Gating on Miracks by Mortals wroyght,^ 

X4 Arches 
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Arches triumphal. Theatres icnmenie. 

Or nodding Gardetis pendent in Mid- Ait ! 

Or Temples proud to meet their Gods Half-way ! 

Yet Thefe afie£t us in no common Kind. 

What then the Force of fuch fuperior Scenes ? 

Enter a Temple, it will ftrike an Awe : 

Wh?it Awe from This the DEIT Y has built ? 

A Good Man fcen, tho' filent, Counfel gives : 

The toi|ch*d Spectator wifhes to be Wife : 

In a bright Mirror His own H^nds have made, 

Here we fee Something like the Face of GOD, 

Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo ! 

To Man abandoned, " Haft tboufeen the Skies T 

And yet, fo thwirted Nature's kind Defign 
By daring Man, he makes her facred Awe 
(That Guard from 111) his Shelter, his Temptation 
To more than common Guilt, and quite invert^ 
Celefti^I Art's Intent,^ The trembling Stars 
See Crimes gigantic, (talking thro* the Gloom 
With Front ereft, that hide their Head by Day, 
And making Night ftiU darker by their Deeds. 
Slumbering in Covert, till the Shades defcend, 
Jiapne and Murder^ linked, now prowl for Prey, 
The Mifer earths his Treafure j aqd the Thief, 
Watching the Mole, half-beggars him ere Morn, 
Now Plcts^ and foul ConJpiraciesT^ awake \ 
And, muffling upthfir Horrors from the Moon, 
Havock and Devaftation they prepare^ 

•' ■ M 
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And Kingdoms tott'ring in the Field of Blood. 
Now Sons of Riot in Mid-Revel rage. 

What Ihall I do ? — ^fupprefs it ? or proclaim ? 

^hjjkeps the Thunder ? Now, Lorenzo ! now, 
His beft Friend's Couch the rank Adulterer 
Afcends fecure ; and laughs at Gods and Men. 
Prepoft*rous Madmen, void of Fear or Shame, 
Lay their Crimes bare to thefe chafte Eyes of Heaven ; 
Yet flirink, and fhudder, at a Mortal's Sight. 
Were Moon, and Stars, for Villains only made ? 
To guide J yetfcreenthtm, with tenebrious Light .^ 
No 5 they were made to falhion the Sublime 
Of human Hearts, and wifer make the fPlfe. 

Thofe Ends were anfwer'd once j when Mortals liy'd 
Of Stronger Wirig, .of Aquiline Afcent 
In Theory Sublime. O how unlike 
Thqfe Vermin of the Night, this Moment fung, . 
Who crawl on Earib^ and on her Venom feed ! 
Thofe antient Sages, Human Stars ! They met 
Their Brothers of the Skie^y at Midnight-Hour ; 
Their Counfel afk'd ; and,* what they afkM, obeyed. 
The Stagyrite^ and Plato^ He who drank 
The poifon'd Bowl, and He of Tufculum^ 
With Him of Corduba^ (immortal Names !) 
In thefe Unbounded, and Elyjian^ Walks, 
An Area fit for Gods, and Godlike Men, 
They 'took their nightly Round, thro* radiant Paths '. 
Py Seraphs trpd j inftruded, chiefly, thus, 

To 
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To tread in Their bright Footfteps here Below 5 
To walk in Worth ftill brighter than the Skies. 
Tbere^ they contraAed their Contempt of Earib ; 
Of Hopes eternal kindled, Tbere^ the Fire ; 
jTferCy as in near Approach, they glow'd, and grew 
(Great Vifitants !) more intimate with GOD, 
More worth to Men^ more joyous to Tbemfehes. 
Thro' various Virtuesy they, with Ardor, ran 
The Zodiac of their leam'd, illuftrious Lives, 

In Cbriftian Hearts, O for a Pagan Zeal ! 
A needfuly but opprobrious Pray'r ! As much 
Our Ardor Lefs, as Greater is our Ugbt. 
How monftrous This m Morak ! Scarcp more ftrangc 
Would this Pbdenomenon in Nature ftrike, 
A Sun^ that froze us, or a Star^ that warmed. 

What taught thefe Heroes of the Moral World ? 
To thefe thou giy'ft thy Pratfe^ give Credit too, 
Thefe Doftors ne'er were penfion'd to deceive thee j 
And Pagan Tutors are thy Tafte. — They taught, 
Thaty Narrow Views betray to Mifery 5 
fTfctf/, Wife it is to comprehend the Whole ; 
J'haty Virtui rofc from Nature^ ponder'd well. 
The fingle Bafe of Virtue built to Heaven : 
J'baty GOD, and Nature y our Attention claim : 
Tbaty Nature is the GUfs reflefting GOP, 
As, by the Sea^ reflefted is the Sun^ 
Too glorious to be gaz'd on in bis Sphere.; 
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Thai J Mind imnwrtd^ loves immortal Aims ; 
Tbaty houndUfs ASnd afTeds zioundkfs Space : 
Tbaf^ Vaft Surveys, and the Sublime of Things, 
The Soul afllmilate, and make her Greaf : 
That J therefore, H^av'n her Glqries^ as a Fund 
Of Infpiiation^ thus fpreadjs out to Man. 
Such aure their Dodbines ; Such xh'^ Night infjpir'd. 

And what more true ? What Truth of greaterW«ight? 
The Soul of Man was made to walk the Skies j 
Delightful Outlet of her Prifon Her^! 
There J difincumber*d from her Chains, the Tics, 
Of Toysterreftrial, Ihe can rove at large j 
There, freely can refpire, dilate, extend. 
In full Proportion let loofe all hef Powers 5 
And, undekdedy grafp at fomethirig Great, 
Nor, as a Stranger, does flie wander There j 
But, wonderful Herfelf, thro* Wonder ftrays j 
Contemplating th^r Grandeur, finds her own ; 
Dives deep in their Oeconomy divine, 
jSits high in Judgment on their various Laws, 
And, like a Matter, judges not amifs. 
JBence greatly pleased, and juftly proud, the Soul 
Grows cpnfcious of her Birth celeftial ; breathes 
IWore Life, ihore Vigour, in her native Air ; 
And feels herfelf at home among the Stars ; 
^pd^ feeling, emulates her Country's Praife. 

What 
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What call we, then, the Firmament, Lorenzo ?~ 
A5 Earth the Body, fincc, the SkUs fuftain 
The Soul with Food, that gives immortal Life, 
CaUit; The noble Failure of the ^Mni ; 
Which there expatiates, Itrengthcns, and exults, 
And riots thro* the Luxuries of Thought 
CaUit, The Garden of the DEITY, 
Bloffom'd with Stars, redundant of the Growth 
Of Fruit ambrofial ; moral Fruit to Man. 
CaU //, The Breaft-plate of the true High-Pricft, 
Ardent with Gems oracular, that give. 
In Points of higheft Moment, right Refponfe; 
And ill-noglcfted, if we prize our Peace. 

/ .... 

Thus, have we found a true Aftrologjr j 
Thus, have we' found a new, ^nd noble Senfe, 
. In which alone Stars govern human Fates. 
O that the Stars (as fome have fcign'd) let fall 
Bloodfhed, and Havock, on embattled Realms, 
And refcu^d Monarchs from fo black a GuiTt \ 
Bourbon ! this Wifti how gen'rous in a Foe ! 
Wouldfl: thou be Great, wouldft thou become a God, 
And ftick thy deathlefs Name among the Stars, 
For mighty Conquefts on a Needle's Poihc ? 
Inftead of forging Chains for Foreigners^ 
Bafiile thy Tutor : Grandeur All thy Aim ? 
As yet thou know'fl: not what it is : How Great, 

How 

, Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



73&^^CONSOLATION. 333 

Hew Glorious, theny appears the Mndof Man, 
When in it All the Stars, and Planets, roll ! 
And what it fems^ it is : Great Objedfcs inakc 
Great Minds, enlarging as their Views enlarge 5 *^ 
^Jboje ftill more Godlike, as T^efe more Diyine. 

And more divbe than TJbefe^ thou canft not. fee. . 
Dazled, o*erpower*d, with the delicious Dr^^ht 
Of mifcellaneous.Splendors, how I reel • :, 
From Thought to Thought, inebriate, without jJnd! ♦ 
An Edenj. This ! a Paradise unl^ •' '' v • • 
I meet the DEITY in ev*ry View, 
And tremble at my Nakedncfs before Him ! 
O that I could but reach Jthc-7r<?^ of life l-^ 
For H^^ it grows, unguarded from ouf Taft^ 5 
No Fhmng Sword denies our Entrance J7^^ ^ . , 

Would Man but gather, he might Uvefor ever.^ 

• . . . • * 

Lorenzo ! much of- Moral haft thou feen. , . .. 1 ' 
Of curious Arts art thou more fond ? Then mark 
The Matbematic Glories of the Skies, . . . .; 
In Number, Weight, andMeafure, AH o^flainM. . ,. ; 
I^RENZo's boafted Builders^^ Chance^ and Fate^ \ 

Are left to finifli his aercal Towers ; 
Wifdom^ and Cboieei their well-known Charafters , ;; 
/for^deep-imprefs; ^d claim it fo^ their Own, _ •.; 
Tho* fplendid ,All, no §pl?ndor void of Ufe j . 
Ufe rivals Beauty ; Art contends with ^ower 5 . . :^. ; . 
No wanton Wafte, amid efiufc Expcnce j ./ : 

''^'" '^'^ ' ,Thc 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



334 tra^CONSOLAtlON. NightlX 

The Great Oeconom 1ST adjufting AU 

To prudent Pomp, magnificently Wife. 

How rich the Profpeft ! and for ever new ! 

And neweft to the Man that views it moft j 

For Newer ftili in Infinite foccceds. 

Then, Thefc acrcal Racers, O how fwift ! 

How the Shaft loiters from the ftrongeft String ! 

Spirit Alone can dillancc the Career. 

Orb above Orb alcending without End ! 

Circle in Circie, without End, inclosed 1 

Wheel within Wheel; EzEKtiL! like to Thine! 

Like Thine, it fccms a Vifion, ora Dream i 

Tho^feen^ we labour to believe it true! 

What Involutkm ! What -Extent ! What Swarms 

Of Worlds, that laugh at Enrtb ! immenfely -Great ! 

Immenfely diftant from each odier's Spheres 1 

What then, the wondVoiis Space tim* ix^ich they roll? 

At once it quite ingulphs all human Thought j 

'Tis Comprchenfion's abfolutc Defeat. 

Nor think thou fceft a wildDifordef here j 
Thro* this illirilrious Chaos to the Sight, 
Arrangement neat, and chaftefl: Ordir, reign. ' ' 
The Path prefcrib'd, inviolably- kept, ' 
Upbraids the lawlefs Sallies-oF Mankind, 
Worlds, ever thwarting; never interfere ; 
What Knots are tyM! Wow'foon are they diflblv*d. 
And fct the reetnmgniarryM Planets free ! 
They rove for ever, Wlthout'Error rove j 

Con- 
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Confufion unconfus'd ! Nor kfs admire 
This Tumult untAjmultupiifi ; All da Wing ! 
In Motion, All ! yo: yfh^ profound Repojfe ! 
What fervid A<9ioji,: yet no Noife ! as aw*d 
To Silence, by the Prefenceof dicir LORD ; 
Or hufli'd, by ISs Command, in Lfivc.to Man, 
And bid let fall foft ^tmxs on l^ynianRdt, 
Reftlefs themfelves. On yqn coerukan Plain, 
In Exultation to Their G O D, and Tidne^ 
They dance, they fing eternal Jubilep, . ^ . 
Eternal Cekbratiqn -of jfifo* Praifc, ^ , ^ _ 
But, fmce their Song arrives not at our Ear, ^ ] 

Their Dance perplex'd exhibits to the Sight 
Fair Hiersg^inc of /^^ pi?erlefs Power. _ . 
Mark, how the Labyrintbian Turns they take. 
The Circles intricate,, m^ fftyftic .Mft?e, • v 
Weave the grwd Cyj^r of Qmnipotence % , ,- 
To Gods^ how Gfcat 1 how Legible xq)M^J .: 

levies lb much Woncter greater WoridtejM . 
Where are «heJP.illars that fapport the Skies ? 
What Mote.jthaa Jtknism. Shouidcr propi 
Th* incumbent Load ? What Magic, what ftrapge Art, 
In fluid Air ,thcfe ponid^us Orbs fuftaim^?' ' " 
Who would npt think thtffli:I;iimg tn gokSenX^hains?— 
And fo they mt\ m the Jdgh MV^ hi iHea^rt, 
Which fixes All;. oiakesJ^dimaiicof Air;* '^ 
Or Air of Adamant ; mates" Alf of Nou^f, " \ 

Or Nought Qf All 5 if /K<r* ti:edrfead Decpei- - 
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Ima^e from their deep Foundations torn 
The moft gigantic Sons of Earth, the broad 
And towering JlpSj all toft into the Sea ; 
And, light as Down, or volatile as Air, 
Their Bulks enormous dancing on the Waves, 
In Time, and Meafure, exquifite ; while all 
The Winds, in Emulation of the Spheres, 
Tune their fonorous Inftrumcnts aloft; ' 
The Concert fwell, and animate the Ball. - 
Would this appear amazing ? What, then, Worlds, 
In a far thinner Element fuftain'd. 
And afting the fame Part, with greater Skill, 
More rapid Movement, and for nobkft Ends? - 

More obvious Ends to pafs, are not thefe Stars 
The Seats Majeftic, proud imperial Thrones, 
On which angelicDekgaoes of Heaven, 
At certain Periods, as the Sovereign nods, 
Difchafge hi^ Trufts of Ve9igta$tce^ or ofLihc ; 
To cloathe,' in <mtward Grandeur, Grand I^%i, 
And A6ls moft Solemn ftiil more iblemhize i 

Ye Citizens of Air ! what ardent Thanks, 
What fijU ESaQoa of the gr»tcfiil Hearty/ ... 
Is due from Maft indulg'd in, fuch a Sight 1^ v - 
A Sight fo nobde ! and a S^t fa kind! 
It drops new^yrwibs at ev'ry; ntf/uSwcvcj I ! 
Feels not LQaavzo Somcth&ig ffir within,. . 

That 
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TKat fwceps away all Period ? As Thefc Spheres 
Meafure Duration, they no lefs inlpire 
The Godlike Hope of Ages widiout End; 
The boundlcfs Space^ thro* which thefe RoVers takd 
Their reftlcfs Roam, fuggefts the Sifter-Thought 
Of boundlcfs Ttm. Thus< by kind Nature % Skill, 
To Man unlabour'd, that important Gueft^ 
Eternity, finds Entrance at the Sight : 
And an Eternity^ for Man ordain'd^ 
Or Thefe his deftin'd Midnight Counfellorsj 
The Stars^ had never whifper*d it to Man* 
Nature informs^ but nt*tv infults^ herSonSi 
Could Ihe then kindle the moft ardent Wiih 
To difafpoint it ? — That is Blafphemy. 
Thus, of thy Creed a Second Article^ 
Momentous, a$ th* Exiftence of a GO D^ 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought ; 
And thou may*ft read thy Soul immortal^ Here4 

Here, then, Lorenzo! on thefe Glories dwell j ' 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated. Roof, 
That calls the wretched Gay ta dark Delights- 
yiJfenibUes ?— This is one divinely bright ; 
Ilere^ un-endanger'd in Health, Wealth, or Fame, 
Range thro' the faireft, and the Sultan fcorn. 
lie^ wife as "Thou^ no Crefcent holds fo fair^ 
As That, which on his Turbant awes a World y 
And thinks the Moon is proud to copy Him. 
Look On her, and gain more than Worlds can give, . 
Y A Mi«d 
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A Mind fupcrior to the Charms of Power. 
Thou muffled in Dclufions of this Life ! 
Can yonder A&^» turn Ocean in his Bed, 
From Side to Side, in conftant Ebb, and Flow, 
And purify from Stench his watry Reahns ? 
And fails her mcrd Influence ? Wants fhc Power 
To turn Lorenzo*s ftubbom Tide of Thought 
From ftagnating on Eartbh infefted Shore, 
And purge from Nuifance his corrupted Heart ? 
Fails her Attraftion when it draws to Heaven ? 
Nay, and to what thou valu*ft more. Earth's Joy ? 
Minds elevate, and panting for Un/een^ 
And defecate from Senfe^ alone obtain 
Full Relilh of Exiftence un-deflowered. 
The Life of Life, the Zejl of worldly Blifs. 
All elfe on Earth amounts — to what ? To This : 
" Bad toht Suffered \ Blessings to btLefi:'' 
Earth's richeft Inventory boafts no more. 

Of higher Scenes be, then, the Call obey'd^ 
O let me gaze !— Of Gazing there's no End. 
O let me think ! — Thought too is wilder'd here j 
In Mid-way Flight Imagination tires ; 
Yet foon re-prunes her Wing to foar anew. 
Her Point unable to forbear, or gain ; 
So great the Pleafure, fo profound the Plan ! 
A Banquet, This, where Men, and Angels, meet, 
Eat the fame Manna, mingle Earth, and Heaven. 
How diftant fome of thefe nodlurnal Suns ! 

So 
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So diftaht (fays the Sage), 'twere not abfurd 

To doubt^ if Beams, fet out at Natures Birth, 

Are yet arrivM at this fo foreign World •, 

The* nothing half fo rapid as their Flight, . 

An Eye of. Awe and Wonder let me roll. 

And YoWfor ever : Who can fatiate Sight 

In fucb a Scene ? in fuch an Ocean wide 

Of deep Aftonifhment? Where Depth, Height,Breadth, 

Are loft ih their Extremes ; and where to count 

The thick-fown Glories in this Field of Fire, 

Perhaps a Seraph's Computation fails. 

Now, go, Ambition ! boaft thy boundlcfs Might 

In Conqueft, o*er the Tenth Part of a Grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for Miracles, 
To give his tott'ring Faith a folid Bafe. 
Why call for Lefs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no Novice in Theology ; 
What is a Mrack? — ^'Tis a Reproach, 
'Tis an implicit Satire, on Mankind ; 
And while it fatisfies it cenfures too. 
To Common-Senfe, Great Nature's Courfe proclaims 
A DEITY: When Mankind falls aQeep, • 
A Miracle is fent, as an Alarm, 
To wake the World, and prove Him o*er again. 
By recent Argument, but not more Jirong. 
Say, Which imports more Plenitude of Power, 
Or Nature's Laws to Jix, or to repeal ? 
To make a Sun, or flop his Mid- Career ? 

YC To 
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To countermand his Orders, and fend back 

The flaming Courier to the frighted Eaftj 

Warm*d, and aftonilh'd, at his Ev'ning Ray ? 

Or bid the Moon^ as with her Journey tir*d, 

In-^'^»'s foft, flow'ry-Vale repofe ? 

Great Things are Thefe \ ftill Greater, to create. 

From Adam's BowVlook down thro* the whole Train 

Of Miracles j — Rcfiftlefs is their Power ? 

They do not, can not, more amaze the Mind^ 

Than This, calVd un-miraculous Survey, 

If duly weighed, if rationally lecn. 

If fcen with human Eyes. The Brute^ indeed. 

Sees nought but Spangles here ; the Foolj no more. 

Say 'ft thou, " The Courfc oi Nature governs All ?" 

The Courfe of Nature is the Art of G OD. 

The Miracles thou call'ft for, This atteft ; 

For fay. Could Nature Nature'^ Courfe controul ? 

But, Miracles apart, Jwho fees HIM not. 
Nature^ Controuler, Author, Guide, and End? 
Who turns his Eye on Nature's Midnight-Face, 
But muft inquire — ^" What Hand behind the Scene, 
** What Arm Almighty, put thefe wheeling Globes 
" In Motion, and v/ound up the vaft Machine ? 
" Who rounded in his Palm thefe fpacious Orbs ? 
** Who bowrd them flaming thro' the dark Profound, 
*' Num'rous as glitt'ring Gems of Morning-Dew, 
•^ Or Sparks from populous Cities in a Blaze, 
" And fet the Eolbm of Old Night on Fire ? 

« Peopled 
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** Pcpplcd her Defert, and made Horror /mile ?** 
Or, if the Military Stile delights thee, 
(For Stars have fought their Battles, leagued with Man) 
•' Who niiarflials this bright Hoft? Enrolls their Names? 
" Appoints their Pofts, their Marches, and Returns, 
*' Punftual, at ftated Periods ? Who difbands 
'' Thefe Vet'ran Troops^j their final Duty done, 
** If e'er disbanded ?" — HE, whofe potent Word, 
Like the loud Trumpet, levy'd firft their Powers 
In Nigbt\ inglorious Empire, where they flept 
In Beds of Darknefs ; arm'd them with fierce Flames, 
Arranged, and difciplin'd, and doatVd in Gold \ 
And called them out of Chaos to the Field, 
Where now they war with Vice and Unbelief. 
O let us join This Army ! Joining Thcfe^ 
Will give us Hearts intrepid, at That Hour, 
When bright^ Flames fhall cut a darker Night ; 
When thefe ftrong Demonftrations of a <j O D 
Shall hide their Heads, or tumble from their Spheres, 
And One eternal Curtain cover All ! 

Struck at that Thought, as new-awak'd, I lift 
A more enlightened Eye, and read the Stars 
'To Man ftill more propitious -, and their Aid 
j[Tho* guiltlefs of Idolatry) implore j 
Nor longer rob them of their nobleft Name. 
O yc Dividers of nrf Time ! Ye bright 
Accomptants of my Days, and Months, and Years, 
. In your fair Kalendar diftindlly mark'd ! 

Y 3 Since 
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Since that authentic, radiant Regifter, 

Tho' Man infpecls it not, ftands good againft him ; 

Since 2^cu, and Years, roll on, tho* Man ftands ftill^ 

Teach me my Days to number, and apply 

My trembling Heart to Wifdom -, now beyond 

All Shadov/s of Excufe for fooling on. 

A^e fmooths our Path to Prudence ; fweeps afide 

The Snares, keen Appetite, and Pajfton^ fpread 

To catch ftray Souls •, and. Woe to That grey Head, 

Whofe Folly would undo, what Age has done ! 

Aid, then, aid, AH ye Stars!— Much rather, fHOU, 

Great ARTIST! Thou, whofe Fjnger fet aright 

This exquifite Machine^ with all its fFbeels^ 

Tho' intervolv'd, exaft ; and pointing out 

Life's rapid, and irrevocable Flight, 

With fuch an Index fair, as none can mifs, 

Whp lifts an Eye, nor fleeps till it is closM. 

Open f»/«<? Eye, Dread DEITY! to read 

The tacit Doftrine of thy Works -, to fee 

Things as they are^ un-alter'd thro* the Glaft 

Of worldly Wiflies. Time, Eternity ! ' 

('Tis Thefe^ mif-meafur'd, ruin all Mankind^ 

Set them before me -, let m^ lay them Both . 

In equal Scale, and learn their various Weight, 

Let Time appear a Moment^ as it is ; 

And let Eternity's JuW Orb, at once<j 

Turn on my Soul, and ftrike it into Heaven. 

When Ihall I fee far mor^ than charms me Now J 

Gaze on Creation's Model in TJby Breaft 

UnveilM^ 
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Unveil'd, nor wonder at the Tranfcript more ? 
When, This vile, foreign, Duft, which fmothcrs All 
That travel EartV^ deep Vale, Ihall I fhake off? 
When fhail my Soul her Incarnation quit, 
And> re-adopted to Thy bleft Embrace, 
Obtain her Jpotbeofis in THEE ? 

Deft think, Lorenzo ! this is wandVing wide ? 
No, tis direftly ftriking at the Mark ; 
To wake thy ^ad Devotion * was my Point ; * 
And how I blefs Nigbf% confecrating Shades, 
Which to a Temple turn an Univerfe ; 
Fill us with great Ideas, full of Heaven, 
And antidote the peftilential Earth I 
In ev'ry Storm, that either frowns, or falls. 
What an Afylum has the Soul in Prayer ! 
And what a Fane is This^ in which to pray ! 
And whaj: a GOD muft dwell in fuch a Fane ! 
O what a Genius muft inform the Skies ! 
And is Lorenzo's Salamander-Heart 
Cold, and untouched, amid thefe facred Fires ? 
O ye nodhirnal Sparks ! Ye glowing Embers, 
OnHeav Vs broad Hearth! Who bum, pr burn no more. 
Who blaze, or die, as Great JEHOVAH's Breath 
Or blows you, or forbears j affift my Song j 
Pour your whole Influence ; exorcize his Heart, 
So lopg poffeft i and bring him back to Mm* 

Y 4 And 

* Page 316. 
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And is Lorenzo a Demurrer fiill ? 
Tride in thy Parts piovdcts thee to contcfl: 
^rutbsy which, contcftcd, put thy Parts to Sbimc, 
Nor fhame they more Lorenzo's Head^ than HearH 
Afaitblefs Heart, how de^icably Small ! 
Too Streight, aught Great, or GenVous, to receive! 
FiU'd with an Atom ! filled, and foul'd, with. Self! 
And Self hiiflaken ! Self, that lafts an Hour ! 
Inftin£ls and Paffion^^ of the nobler Kind, 
Lie fufFocatcd There ; or They alone, 
^eafon kpart, would wake high Hope ; and open, 
To raviih'd Thought, that InteUe£Iual Sphere, 
Where Ordery Wifdom^ Geodnefs^ Providence^ [ 
Their endlefs Miracles of Love diiplay. 
And promife All the truly Great defire. 
The Mind that would be bapfy^ muft ht great \ 
Great, in its fViJhes j Great, in its Surveys. 
Extended Views a narrow Mind extend ; 
Pufh out its corrugate, cxpanfive Make, 
Which, cre-long, mere than Planets Ihall embraep, 
A Man of Compafs makes a Man of fFortb ; 
Divine contemplate, and become Divine. 

As Man was made for Glory, and for Blifs, 
All Litdeftefs is in Approach to Woe ; 
Open thy Bofom,.fet thy Wiflies wide. 
And let in Manhood \ let in Happinefs \ 

Admit 
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Admit the boundlcfs Theatre of Thought 
From Nothing, up to GOD 5 which makes ^Man. 
Take GOD ixom Nature^ nothing Great is left; 
Man's Mind is in a Pit, and nothing fees ; 
Man's Heart is in a Jakes, and loves the Mire. 
Emerge from thy Profound ; ereft thine Eye ; 
See thy Diftrcfs ! How clofe art thou befieg'd ! 
Bcfieg'd by Nature^ the proud Sceptic's Foe ! 
Inclos'd by thefe innumerable Worlds, 
Sparkling Conviftion on the darkeft Mind^ 
As in a golden Net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, fure Captive of Belief! 
From this thy bleft Captivity, what Art, 
What Bkfphemy to Reafon, fets thee free ! 
This Scene is Heaven's indulgent Violence ; 
Canft thou bear up againft this Tide of Glory ? 
What is Earth bofom'd in thefe ambient Orbs, 
Bat, Faith in GOD imposed, and prefs'd on Man ? 
Dar'ft thou ftill litigate thy defp'rate Caufe^ 
Spite of thefe niim'rous, awful, Witmffes^ 
And doubt the Depofttion of the Skies ? 
O how laborious is thy Way to Ruin ! 

^Laborious ? 'Tis impraHicable quite ; 
To fink beyond a Doubt y in this Debate, 
With all his Weight of Wifdom, and of Will^ 
And Crime flagitious, I defy a FooU 
Some wifh* they did-^ but no Man dijbelieves. 
CJOD is a S^rit > Spirit cannot ftrikc 

Theft 
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Thcle grofs, material Organs; GOD by Maa 

As much is fcen, as A£an a GOD can fee. 

In thefc aftonifliing Exploits of Power. 

What Order, Beauty, Motion, Diftance, Size! 

Confertion of Defign, how exquifite ! 

How complicate, in their divine Police ! 

Apt Means! Great Ends! Confcnt to general Good!— 

Each Attribute of thefe nuUerid Gods, 

So long (and that with fpecious Pleas) ador'd, 

A fepVate Conquefl: gains o'er Rebel Thought 5 

And leads in Triumph the whole Mind of Man, 

Lorenzo ! This may fecm Harangue to Thee \ 
Such All is ap? to fecm, that thwarts our WilL 
And doft thou, then, demand zfmple Proof . 
Of this great Mafter-Mqral of the Skies, 
Unlkiird, or dif-inclin'd, xox^xttheref 
Since 'tis the Bafis, ahd All drops without it,^ 
Take it, in One compaft, unbroken Chain. 
Such Proof infifts on an attentive Ear \ 
'Twill not make One amid a Mob of Thoi^ts, 
And, for thy Notice, ftrugglc with the World. 
Retire \—i:\i^ World fhut out-,— Thy Thoughts call 
Imagination's airy Wing reprefs ;: — r [Home ^-^ 

!!U>ck up thy Senfe^ ^ — Let no PaJJion ftir j-^ 
Wake all to lUafon ;.— let her reign-alone 5 — 
Then, in thy SouPs deep Silence, and the Depth 
-pf Nature's Silence, Midnight, thus inquire, 
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^s /have done; and fhall inquire no more. 
In Nature^s Chanel, thus the Queftions run. 

*' What am I ? and from Whence ? — ^I nothing know, 
*' But that I am ; and, fince I amj conclude 
*' Somti\img Eternal? Had there e'er been Nought^ 
** Nought ftill had been 2 Eternal there mi^ft be. — 
" But What Eternal ?— Why not Human Race? 
** And Adam's Anceftors without an End ?— 
•' That's hard to be conceived 5 fince ev'ry Link 
*' Of that long-chain'd Succeffion is fo frail ; 
*' Can ev'ry Part depend^ and not the Whole ? 
*' Yet grant it True ; new Difficulties rife ; # 

** Tm ftill quite out at Sea ; nor fee the Shore. 
" VshcnccEarth^ and thefe bright Or^j? — Eternal too?-^ 
" Grant Matter was Eternal •, ftill thefe Orbs 
*^ Would want fome Other Father ; — Much Defign , 
^* Is feen in all their Motions^ all their Makes ; 
^* Defign implies Intelligence^ and Jrt : 
^' That can't be from Them/elves— or Man-, That Art 
*' Man fcarce can comprehend, could Man beftow ? 
** Apd nothing Greater, yet allow'd, than Man. — 
«' Who, MQtion^ foreign to the fmalleft Grain, 
^' Shot thro' vaft Maffcs of enormous Weight ? 
?' Who bid brute Matter's reftive Lump aflume 
fVSuch varipus Forms,' and gave it Wings to fiy ? 
♦^ Has Mmcr innate Motion ? Then each Atom^ 
^' Afferting its indifputable Right 
t^ Jo d^ce, would* form an Univerfe of Duft : ^ 
• ^^ Has 
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** Has Mzittrnone? Then whence thefe gloripus Forms, 

«* And boundlcfs Flights, from Sbapelefsy and Repo^di 

** Has Matter more than Motion ? Has it Thought, 

*• Judgment, and Genius ? Is it deeply learned 

*' In Mathematics? Has it Uzvc^difuch Laws, 

•* Which, but to guefs^ a Newton made immortal ?^ 

«' If fo, how each [age Atom laughs at me^ 

*' Who think a C/<?i inferior to a Man} 

«* If Art, to form ; and Counfel, to condudb ; 

** And That with greater far, than Human Skill, 

« Refides not in each Block; —a GODHEAD rrigns.— 

*« Grant, then, Invifible, Eternal, MIND; 

«* T:hat granted, All is folv'd.— But, granting That, 

•' Draw I not o'er me a ftill darker Cloud ? 

•' Grant I not That which I can ne'er conceive ? 

** A Being without Origin, or End!— 

** Hail, Human Liberty ! — There is no GOD — 

*' Yet, Why ? On either Scheme that Knot fubfifts ; 

" Subfift it mufi^ in GOD, or Human Race\ 

" If in the Laft, how many Knots befide, 

« Indiffoluble All ?— Why chufe it "Tbere^ 

" Where, chofen, ftill (ubfift Ten thoufand more ? 

" Rejeft it, where, "Hhat chofen, all the Reft 

" Difpers'd, leave Reafon*s whole Horizon clear ? 

«' This is not Reafon*s Didlate ; Reajon ftys, 

*^ Clofe with the Side where One Grain turns the Scale ; 

" What vaft Preponderance is Here ! Can Reafon 

" With louder Voice txcldlm— Believe a GOU} 

■*' And Reafon heard, is the folc Mark of Man. 

"What 
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*' What Things Impoffible muft Man think True, 
*' On any other Syftcm ! And how ftrange 
** To IHJbetieve^ through mccr Credulity !'* 

If, in this Chain, Lorenzo finds no Flaw, 
Let it for ever bind him to Belief. 
And where the Link, in which a Flaw he finds ? 
And, if a GOD there is, that GOD how Great 1 
How Great that Pow'r, whofe providential Care 
Thro* thefe bright Orbs dark Centres darts a Ray ! 
Of Nature univerfal threads the Whole ! 
And hangs Creation^ like a precious Gem, 
Tho* Little, on the Footftool of His Throne ! 

That Litde Gem, how Large ! A Weight let fall 
From a fixt Star, in Ages can it reach 
This diftant Earib ? Say, then, Lorenzo ! where, . 
Where, ends this mighty Building ? Where, begin 
The Suburbs of Creation ? Where, the Wall 
Whofe Battlements look o*er into the Vale 
Of Non-Exiftence ? Nothing's ftrange Abode ! 
Say, at what Point of Space JEHOVAH dropped 
His flacken'd Ldney and laid His Balance by \ 
Weighed fFcrldsj and meafur*d Infinite^ no more ? 
Where, rears His terminating Pillar high 
Its extra-mundane Head ? and fays, to Gods, 
In Charafters illuftrious as the Sun, 

Iftandy the Plan's proud Period 'y I pronounce 
fTbe JVork accompUfi'd j the Creation closed : 

Shouty 
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Sbouty all ye Gods ! norJh$ut^ ye Gods alone i 
Of all that lives y or^ if devoid of Life. 
That reftsy or rolls^ye Heights^ and Depths^ refound! 
Refound! refoundl ye Depths^ and Height s^ refound! 

' Hard are thofe Queftions ? — Anfwer harder fWI. 
Is This the fok Exploit, the Single Birth, 
The Solitary Son, of Pow'r Divine ? 
Or has th* Almighty FATHER, with a Breath, 
Impregnated the Womb of diftant Space ? . 
Has He not bid, in various Provinces, 
Brother Creations the dark Bowels burft 
Of Night primaeval ; barren, now, no more ? 
And He the central Sun, tranfpiercing all 
Thofe Giant 'Generationsy which difport. 
And dance, as Motes^ in His Meridian Ray ; 
That Ray withdrawn. Benighted, or Abfdrb'd, 
jn that Jbyfs of Horror y whence they fprung ; 
While Chaos triumphs, repofleft of All 
Rival Creation ravilh'd from his Throne ? 
Chaos! of Nature both the Womb, and Grave! 



Think'ft thou, my Scheme,LoRENZo,fpreads too wide i 
Is This extravagant ? — ^No ; This is juft% 
Juft, in Conje£lurey tho' 'twere falfe in Fa£f. 
If *tis an Error, *tis an Error fprung 
From nobleRoot,High Thought of the MOST-HIGH. 
But wherefore Error, who can prove it Such ?- — - 
He that can fet Omnipotence a Bound. 

Can 
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Gan Man conceive beyond what God can do ? 

Nothing, but ^ite-Imfoffible^ is Hard. 

He fummons into Being with like Eafe, 

A Whole Creation^ and a fingle Grain. 

Speaks He the Word ? a Thoufand Worlds arc bom ! — ^ 

A Thoufand Worlds ? There's Space for Millions more; 

And in what Space can his great Fiat (ail f 

Condemn me not, cold Critic ! but indulge 

The warm Imagination : Why condemn ? 

Why not indulge Such Thoughts, as fwell our Hearts 

With fuller Admiration of Tiat Power j 

Who gives our Hearts with fuch high Thoughts to fwcll? 

Why not indulge in His augmented Praife ? 

Darts not His Glory a ftill brighter Ray, 

The lefs is left to CbaoSj and the Realms 

Of hideous Nighty where Fancy ftrays aghaft -, 

And, tho' moft talkaiivey makes no Report ? 

Still feems my Thought enormous ? — Think again—/ 
Experience 'Self fhall aid thy lame Belief. 
Glajfes (that Revelation to the Sight!) 
Have they not led us deep in the Difclofe 
Of fine-fpun Nature^ exquifitely Small \ 
And, tho' demonjirated^ ftill ill-concerd^d ? 
If, then, on the Reverfe, the Mind would mount * 
In Magnitude^ what Mind can mount too far. 
To keep the Balance, and Creation poife ? 
DefeSl alone can err on fuch a Theme ; 
What is too Great, if we the Catife furvey ? 

Stupen- 
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Stupendous ARCHITECT! Thou, Thou art AH f 

My Soul flics up and down in Thoughts of Thee, 

And finds herfelf but at the Centre ilill ! 

I AM, Thy Name ! Exijlence^ all Thine own f 

Creation's Nothing; flattered mucb^ if ftyl'd 

** The tbin^ the fleeting Jtmofpbere cf GOD."* 

O for the Voice—of What ? of Whom ?— What Voice 
Can anfwer to my Wants, in fucb Afcent, 
As dares to deem One Univerfe too fmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo! (for now /i»ry glows, 
Fir'd in the Vortex of Almighty Power) 
Is not this Home-Creation, in the Map 
Of univerfal Nature^ as a Speck, 
Like fair Britannia in our little Ball ; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its Size,- 
But, elfcwhere, far out-meafur'd, far outflionc ? 
In Fancy (for the FaB beyond us lies) 
Canft thou not figure it, an IJUy almoft 
Too fmall for Notice, in the Vaft of Being y 
Severed by mighty Seas of un-built Space, 
From other Realms -, from ample Continents 
Of higher Life, where nobler Natives dwell i 
Lefs Northern^ lefs remote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath theZ;«^ of the Supreme ; 
Where Souls in Excellence make Hafte, put forth 
Luxuriant Growths ; nor the late Autumn wait 
Of Human V/orth, but ripen foon to Gods. 

Yd 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



trifCONSOLATlOR 3Si 

Yet why drown Fancy In fuch Depths as thcfc ? 
Return, prefumptuous Rover ! and confcfs 
The Bounds of Man •, nor blame them, as too fmalU 
Enjoy we not full Scope in what is feen ? 
Full ample the Dominions of the Sun ! 
Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide, 
The matchlefs Monarch, from his flaming Throne, 
Lavilh of Luftre, throws his Beams about him. 
Farther, and fafter, than a Thought can fly. 
And feeds his Planets with eternal Fires ! 
This HeHopolis^ by Greater far. 
Than the proud Tyrant of the Niky was built ^ 
And He alone, who built it, can deftroy. 
Beyond this Cityy why ftrays human Thought? 
One Wonderful, enough for Man to know ? 
O^t Infinite, enough for Man to range ! 
One Firmament, enough for Man to read ! 
O what voluminous Inftrudtion Here ! 
What Fag2 of Wifdom is deny'd him ? None i 
If learning his chief Lefl^bn makes him Wife. 
Nor is InftruSiion^ Here, our only Gain ; 
There dwells a noble Pathos in the Skies, 
Which warms our PaflTions, profelytes our Hearts. 
How eloquently fhines the glowing Pole ! 
With what Authority it gives its Charge, 
Remonflrrating great Truths in Style fublime, 
Tho' Silent, Loud ! heard Earth around ; abpvc 
The Planets heard ; and not unheard in ^flftll ; 

z ' m 
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Hell has her Wonder, tho' too proud to praifc. 
Is Earthy then, more Infernal ? Has Ihe Thofe, 
"Who neither />7'J/^'i (Lorenzo !) nor admire? 

Lorenzo's Admiration^ pre-engag*d. 
Ne'er a(k the Moon One Queftion ; never held 
Leaft Correfpondcnce. with a fingle Star -, 
Ne'er rear'd an Altar to the ^een of Heaven 
Walking in Brightnefs ; or her Train ador'd^ 
Their fubknary Rivals have long fincc 
Engrofs'd his whole Devotion ; Stars malign. 
Which made their fond Afironomer run mad ^ 
Darken his IntelleSly corrupt his Heart ; 
Caufe him to facrifice his Fame and Peace 
To momentary Madnefs, call'd Delight. 
Idolater, more grofs than ever kifs'd 
The lifted Hand to Luna,: or pour'd out 
The Blood to Jove 1 — O THOU, to whom bdangj 
All Sacrifice ! O Thf>u Great Jove Unfeign'dl 
Divine Instructor! Thy /^ Volume, Jife,- 
ForMz?;'s Perufal •, All in Capitals ! 
In Mocn and Stars (HcavVis gulden Alphabet!) 
Emblaz'd to feizc the Sight ; who runSy, may ready. 
Who reads, can underji^ind. Tis Unconfin'd 
To Chrijlian Land,, or Jewry •, fairly writ^ 
In Language univerfal^ to Mankind r 
A Language, Lofty to the Learn'd ; yet Plain, 
To Thofe. that feed the Fleck,, or guide the Plough,. 
Or» ftcm its^Kufk^ ftrike out the bounding Grain. ; 

A Lan- 
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A Language, worthy the Great MIND, that fpcaks ! 
Preface^ and Comment^ to the Sacrei Page ! 
Which oft refers its Reader to the Skieis, 
As pre-fuppofmg his Firft Leffon there^ 
And Scripture-felf a Fragment^ That unread* 
Stupendous Book of Wifdom, to the Wife ! 
Stupendous Book ! and opened. Night ! by Thee* 

By Thee much open*d, I confefs, O Night f 
Yet more I wifh 5 but how ihall I prevail ? 
Say, gentle Night : whofc modeft, maiden Beatni 
Give us a new Creation, and prefent 
The World^s great Piflwe foften'd to the Sight ; 
.Nay, Kinder far, far more Indulgent ftill. 
Say, Thou, whofe mild Etominion's Silver Key 
Unlocks our Hemifphere, and fets to View 
Worlds beyond Number ; Worlds conceaPd by Day 
Behind the proud, and envious Star of Noon ! 
Canft thou not draw a deeper Scene ? — And fliew 
The Mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
Thefe rich i?^^^//^ pompoufly difplay*d 
To kindle that high Hope ? Like Him of Uz^ 
I gaze around ; I fearch on ev*ry Side—r- 
O for a Glimpfe of HIM my Soul adores ! 
As the chas'd Hart, amid the defart A^afte, 
Pants for the living Stream ; for HIM who made her. 
So pants the thirfty Soul, amid the Blank 
Of fubkinary Joys. Say, Goddefs ! Where ? . ' ' 
Where, blazes His bright Court? W herebom* /*>Thronc? 

Z 2 Tlxou 
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Ttou know*fti for Thou art near Him; by Thcc^round 

Bis grand Pavilion, facrcd Fame reports 

The fable Curtains drawn. If not, can none 

Of thy fair Daughter-Train, fo fwiftof Wing» 

Who travtl far, difcovcr where He dwells i ^ 

A Star His Dwelling pointed out btlow. 

Ye Pleiades ! AvSurus ! Mazerotb / 

And thou, Orion ! of ftill keener Eye ! 

Say, ye, who guide the Wilder^d in the Waves, 

And bring them out ot Tempeft into Port ! 

On which Hand muft I bend my Courfe to find Him ? 

Thefe Courtiers keep the Secret of their KING ; 

I wake whole Nigjits, ia vain,, to fteal it from dacm- 

I wake; and, wakings, dimb iVS^i&A radiantScale^ 
From Sphere to Sphere-,, the Steps by Nature fet 
Firr Man's Afcenc ; at once tatemp and aid-^ 
To tempi his Eye, and aid his tow'ring Thought^ 
Till it arrives at the Great Goal of all. 

In ardent Contefnplation*^ rapid Gar, 
From Earthy as from my Barrier, I fet out. 
How fwift I mount ! Diminifh'd Earth recedes -, 
1 pafs thc'Mfou •» and, from her further Side». 
Pierce Heav'nfis blm Curtain -^ ftrike into Remote -^ 
Where, with his lif ed Tube, the fubtil Sage 
His artificial airy Journey takes,' 
And to Cekjiial lengthens Human Sight. 
I paufe at ev'ry Plavet on my Road^ 

Aid 
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And alk for H I M, who gives their Orbs to roll, 

Their Foreheads f^r to fliine. From Saturn's Ring^ 

In which, of Earths an Army might be loft. 

With the bold Qmet^ take my bolder Flight, 

Amid thofe fiv^reign Glories of the Skies, 

Of independent, native Luftre, proud ; 

The Souls of Syftcms ! and the Lords of Life, 

Thro* their wide Empires ! — What behold I now ? 

A Wiidernefs of Wonders burning round ; 

Where larger Suns inhabit higher Spheres •, 

Perhaps the Villas of defcending Gods \ 

Nor halt I here ; my Toil is but begun ; 

^Tis but theThrefhold of the DEITY-, 

Or, far beneath it, I am groveling ftill. 

Nor is it ftrange ; I built on a Jiliftakc ; 

The Grandeur of His Works, whence Folly fought 

For Aid, to Retifm fets his Glory higher ; 

Who buik thus high for Worms (mere Worms to Him)y 

O where, Lorenzo ! muft the Builder dwell ? 

Paufe, then ; and, for a Moment, here refpire. — 
If human Thought can keep its Station Here, 
Wliere am I ? — Where is Earth? — ^Nay^ where artThou, 
O Sun ? — Is the Sun tuftfd Reclufe ?— And arc 
His boafted Expeditions Ihort to Mine ? 
To mm J how fhort ! On Nature*s Alps I fland. 
And fee a Thoufand Firmaments beneath ! ' 
A Thoufand Syftems ! as a Thoufand Grains ! 
So much z Stranger, and fo late arrived, 

Z 3 ' How 
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How can Man's curious Spirit not inquire. 
What arc the Natives ot this World fublime. 
Of this fo foreign, un-terrcftrial Sphere,* 
Where Mortal, untraiiflaud^ never ftrayM ? 

" O Ye, as diftant from my little Home^ 
•• As fwifteft Sun-beams in an Age can fly ! 
•* Far from my native Element I roam, 
♦* In Queft of New, and Wonderful, to Man, 
** What Province This, of His immenfc Pomain, 
♦* Whom All obey ? Or Mortals here, or Gods ? 
" Ye Bord'rcrs on the Coafts of Blifs ! \\Tiat are you ? 
" A Colony from Heav*n ? Or, only rais'd, 
^* By frequent Vifit from Heav'n's ndghbouringRealnw, 
" To fccondary Gods, and half divine ?- — - 
*' Whatever your Nature, This is paft Difpute, 
" Far other Life you Jive, far other Tongut 
" You talk, far other Thought, pei:hapB, you think, 
" Than Man* How various ar^ the Worica of God ! 
*' But fay. What Thought ? Is Reafon here inthron'd, 
** And abfolute ? Or Seufi ip Arms 2(gai<ift her ? • 
" Have you Two Lights ? Or need you no rcveaPd? 
" Enjoy your happy Realms their goldca Age ? 
" And had your Edin an abftemipua Ev« > 
^' Our Eve's fair Daughters prove their Pedigree, 
" And aflc their Adams— < IVto wonU wt he Wife?.^ 
« Or, if your Mother/^//, are you redsm^d?. 
*' And if redeemM— is your Redeemer 7^flr»V?. 
f Is This your final Refxdence ? If nor, 

« Change 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



!nv<:GNSOLAtlON. 359 

*^ Change you your Scene, Tranjlated? Or by Death ? 

*' And if by Deatb-^ Pf^hatVczth ? — Know you Difeafe? 

*' Or hcJrrid JVar f — With War, This fatal Hour, 

*' EuROPA groans (fo call we a fmall Field, 

*' Where Kings run mad). In 0«r World, Death deputes 

** Intemperance to do the Work of Jge ; ' ' ' 

*' And, hanging up the Quiver Nature gave him, 

*' As flow of Execution, for Difoatch 

** Sends forth Imperial Butchers ; bids thetft (lay 

*^ Their Sheep (the filly Sheep they fleec'd before), 

*' Aiid tofs him twice Ten thoufand at a Meal. 

^' Sit alljijar Executiona's on iThroftes? 

*' With, yoUy can Rage for Plunder make a God ? 

'* And Bloated ^afti out evVy other Stain ?— ' 

t^ Biit You, perhaps, can*t bleed : From Matter grols 

*' Your %n/j clean, are delicately clad 

*' In fine-fpun JEther ; PrivilegM to foar, , . . ' 

^' Unloaded, uninfcfted*; How unlike 

*' The Lot of Man I Hbw few of human Itacc 

*' By then: own Mud unmurder'd ! How we wage 

" Self- War eternal ! — Is your painful Day ' 

« Of hardy Conflia o'er? Or, are you ffill 

" Raw- Candidates at School ? And have you Thpfc 

** Who diflafFedl Reverjons^ as with Us ?, — 

*' Bdt what are fi^e? You never heard of M/;/, 

" Or Earth \ t\\t Bedlam of the Univerfe ! ' 

*' Where Reafon (un-difeas'd with You) runs mad^ 

** And nuffes Follfs Children as her own -, 

^* Fond of the Fouleft. In the facred Mouiit 

Z 4 « Of 
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^ Of Hdlinefs^ where Retfon k pronounced 

^* Infallible \ and thunders^ like a God ; 

*^ £v*n tbere^ by &i/ii/i, the Dem$ns are outdone ; 

•* What TheJIs think Wrong, our Saints refine to Right j 

*^ And kindly teach iv// Hell her own black Arts 9 

** Satan, inftru^ted, o'er their Mnrab fmiles. — 

" But This^ how ftrangc to You, who know not Man / 

•* Has the leaft Rumour of our Race arrived ? 

" Caird here Elijah, in his flaming Car? 

** Pad by you the good Enoch, on his Road 

** To thofe fair Fields, whence Lucifer vas hurl'd ; 

** Who brulh'd, perhaps, your Sphere, in his Dcfccnt, 

** Stain'd your pure Cryftal ^Ethcr, or let fall 

•* A Ihort Eclipfe from bis portentous Shade ? 

•* O ! that the Fiend had lodged on fome broad Orb 

*♦ Athwart his Way, nor reached his prefcnt Home, 

^ Then blacken'd Earth with Footfteps fouj'd in Hell, 

** Nor walh'd in Ocean^ as from Rome he paft 

♦* Tp Britaik'5 Iflc \ tpOy too^ confpicuous tbml 

But This is all Digrcflion : Where is H^ 
That o'er HeavVs Battlements the Felon hurl'd 
To Gjoans, and Chains, and Darknefs ? Where is Bip 
Who fees Creation's Summit in a Vale ? 
f Ie, Whom, while Man is Man^ he can't but feek^ 
And if be find$, commences more than MaU/? 
O for a Tclefcope His Throne to reach \ 
Tell me, ye Leam'd on Earth ! or Blt&jth(fve f 
Y& fcarching, ye Newtonian Angcb ! tcU, 

Where. 
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Where, your Great Master's Orb? His Planets^wherc ? 
Thofe confcious Satellites, thofe Morning-Stars^ 
Firft-bom of DEITY ! from Central Love, 
By Veneration moft- profound, thrown ofFj 
By fweet Attraction, no leis ftrongly drawn, 
jiw^d^ and yet raftwr^d \ raptur^d^ ytt ferene ; 
Paft Thought, illuftrious, but with borrowed Beam9; 
la ftill approaching Circles, ftill remtey 
Revolving round the Sun's eternal Sire ? 
Or fent, in Lines diretSt, on Embaffies 
To Nations— in what Latitude ? — Beyond 
Terreftrial Thought's Horizon !— And on what 
High Errands fent ? — Here human EflFort ends i 
And leaves me ftill a Stranger to iTts Throne. 

Full well it might ! I quite miftook my Roadj 
Born in an Age more Curious, than Devout; 
More fond to fix the Place of Heav'n, or Hell, 
Than ftudious this to (hyn, or that fecurc. 
>Tis not the curious^ but the pious Path, 
That leads me to my Point ; Lorenzo ! know. 
Without or Star^ or Jngel^ for thcu- Guide, 
Who worlhip GOD, fliall fnd Him . Humble LovCj 
And not proud Reafon^ keeps the Door of Heav'n ^ 
Lave finds Admiffion, where proud Science fails. 
Man's Science is the Culture of his Heart j 
And not to lofe his Plumbet in the Pepths 
Of Nature^ or the more Profound of GOD. 
Either to know, is an Attempt that fets 

Th: 
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The Wifeft on a Levd with' the Fod. 

To fathom Natare^ (ill-attempted Here!) 

Paft Doubt, is deep PhilofojJiy Move! 

Higher Degrdes in BliTs Archangels take. 

As deeper leam'd ; the Deepeft, learning ftill. 

For, what pf fbunder of Omnipotence 

(So -might I dapc to fpeak) is yJwi in All f 

In ik&» / In Earths ! In hiorc anutzing Skies ! 

Teaching this Lcflbh, Pride is loth to leam— ■ 

** Not deeply to Difcem^ not mUcb tv Know, 

•* Mankind wis bom to Wo»dir, and Adori » 

And is there Caufe for higher Wonder ftill. 
Than that which ftruck us from our paft Surveys ? 
Yes i and for deeper Adoration too. 
From ray late airy Travel unconfin'd, 
Havelleam'd nothing ?— Yes, Loi^ek^o? This^ 
Each of thefe Stars is a Religious Houfe; 
I faw their Altars fmoke, their Incenfe rife. 
And heard Hojarmas ring through ev*ry Sphere, 
A Semifiary fraught with dityre Gods. 
t^ature^\\ii\r\% confecratfdQxGmA, 
Teeming with Growths Immortal and Divine. 
The Great, Proprietor's all-bounteous Hand 
Leaves nothing wafte ; but fows thefe fiery Fields 
With Seeds of Reafov, which to Virtuei rife . 
Beneath /^w^enial Ray; and, if efcap'd 
The peftilential Blafts of ftubbom Will, 
When grown mature, arc gadicr'd for the Skies. 

And 
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And is Dev^Un thought too much on Earlb^ 
When Beings, fo Superior, Homage hafi^ ' 
And triumpl^ in Proftrations Co The THROrf s f 

But wherefore mpxt of Planets, or of Staf5 1 
^th^rcal Journeys, and, difcovcr'd there. 
Ten thoufand Worlds, Ten thoufand Ways devout ? 
All Nature (ending Inceofe to Tub Thjioni, . 
Bxcept the bold Lor£Vzo!s /Df Our Sphere? 
Op'ning the iblemn Sources of my 3oul, 
Singe I have pour'd, like fcign'd EriDakus, 
My flowing Numbers o'er the..flamSng»Skics# 
Nor fee,, of jRwwy, or of FaHi.whfX more. . . 
Invites the Mufe — Here turn we, and review 
Our paft Nofturnal Landfchape wide r-^—THen, fay,. 
Say, then, Lorsnzo! widiwhatBurft cf Heart, 
The Whole, at once, reToking in his Thought^ 
Mull Man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft ? 
*« O what a Root I O what a Branch is Here! 
*' O what a Father ! What a Family ! 
*' Worlds ! Syftcms ! and Creations !-*- And Creations, 
" In One agglomerated Qufter hui^, 
" *Great VINE! on Thee, on Thee tlifi Cluftcr hangs j 
« The rdkii Clufter } infinitely fpread 
" In glowing Globes, with various Being fraught ;• 
" And drinks (Neftareous Draught !) Immortal Life, 
« Or, fhall I fay (for Pn?D can fay enough ?) 
•* A Conftellation of Ten thoufand Gems, 

... « (And 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



364 Ti&^CONSOLATION. Night IX. 

« (And^O! ofwIwtDimcnfion! of what Weight!) 
^* Set in One Signet^ flames on the Right*hand 
« Of Majesty Divike I The iiazing Seal^ 
*^ That deeply ftamps, on all created Mmi^ 
«^ Indelible, His ibv'reign Attributes, 
<^ Omnipotence, and Love ! Tbatj pafling Boondi 
** And ItbiSj furpailing That. Nor ftop wc Herej 
*' For Want <£ Paufr in GOD, but rbougbt in Man. 
•* Even This acknowledged, leaves us ftill m Debt ; 
« If Greaier aught. That Greater all is Thine, 
«* Dread SIRE !— Accept this Mmature of Thee ; 
« Andpardonan-*/««p/fiom Mortal Thought, 
^ In which Archai^s itoight have failed, unblamU** 

How fuch Ideas of th^ALMIGHTY^s Pernor, 
And fuchldcasofth^ ALMIGHTY'S Plan^ 
(Ideas not abfurd) diftcnd the Thought 
Of feeble Mortals ! Nor of them alone ! 
The Fulncfe of the DEITY breaks forth 
In Inconeeivables to Men, and Gods. ' 

Think, then, O think*, nor ever drop the Thought 5 
How low muft Man dcfcend, when Gdds adore ! — 
Hii^ I not, then, accomplifh*d my proud Boaft i 
Did liiis^t tell thee, « *We would mount, Lorenzo! 
** And kindle our Devotion at the Stars ?'* 

And h^ve I fail' d? And did IJlaHcr thee ? 
And art all Adamant ? And doft confute 



•Page 316. 
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Y^^ consolation; fs^ 

Ail urg'd, with One irrefragable Smile f 

LoRENzp ! Mrtb how mifcraWc Here ! 

Swear by the Stars^ by HIM who made them, fwcar. 

Thy Heart, hcncefonh> fliali be as pure as They : 

Then Tbau^ like 7hm^ IhaliyW^ ; like fi^em {halt rife 

From Low to Lofty -, from Obfcure to Bright ^ 

By due GrsKiation> Nature's facred Lam 

The Starsy from whence ?— A£k Gbaos-^Hi cm telL 

Thefe- bright Temptations to Idolatry, 

From Darknefsy add &«^tf», tock their Krth ; 

Sons of Deformity ! From fluid Dregs 

T^riareanj firft they rofe toMalfcs rude; 

And then, to Spheres opaque ; Then dimly Ihonej 

Then brightened •, Then biaz'd out in perfeff Day. 

Nature delights in Prggrcfs j in Advancji. 

From Worfc to Better : But^ when M»if afcend^ 

Progrefs, in Part, depends upon ^bemfelves. 

Heav'n aids Exertion ; Greater.makes the Great j 

The voluntary Little leffibns more. 

O be .a Man ! and thou, ftialt be ^ God! 

And Half Self made /-r— Ambition how Divine I 

O Thou, ambitious of Dif^race alone ! 
Still Undevout ? Unkindled ?— Tho* high-taugfct. 
Schooled by the Skies ; and Pupil of the Stars ^ 
Rank Coward to the Fajhionable World ! 
Art thou ajbam'd to bend thy Knee to Heaven ? 
CurftFumeof Pride, exhaled from deepcft HcUl 
Pride in Religion is Man's higheft Praife* 

Bent 
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Bent on Deftni&ion ! and in Love with Death ! 
Not All thcfe Luminaries, qucnch'd at once. 
Were Half fo fad, as One benighted Mind, 
Which gropes for Happinefs and meets Defpaiu 
How, like a Widow in her Weeds, the Nighty 
Amid her glimm'ring Tapers, filcnt fits ! 
How forrowful, how dcfolaic, (he weeps 
Perpetual Dews^ and faddens Nature's Scene f 
A Scene more fad Sin makes the darkenM Soul ^ 
All Comfort kills, noc leaves oat Spark alive. 



Tho* blind of Heart, ftill open is thine Eye : 
Why fudh Magnificence in all thou feeft ? 
Of Master's Grandeur, know, One End is This, . 
To tell the Ratianalj who gazes on it — 

* Tho* ^bat immenfcly Great, ftill Greater//^, 

* Whofe Breaft, capacious, can embrace, and lodge, 
' Unburden*d, Nature's Univerfal Scheme ; 

Can grafp Creation with z Jingle Thought ; 
' Creation grafp ; and not exclude its S IRE**— 
To tell him farther — ^^ It behoves him much 

To guard th' important, yet-depending. Fate 

Of Being, brighter than a Thoufand Suns ; 

One fingle Ray of Tbofigbt outihines them all * 
And if Man hears obedient, foon he'll foar 
Superior Heights, and on his purple Wing, 
His purple Wing bedrop'd with Eyes of Gold, 
Rifing, where Thought is no^f deny'd to rife. 
Look down triumphant on thefe dazling Spheres. 

Why 
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Why then perHft ?— No Mortal ever liv'd 
But, dyini^ he propounc'd (whea Wprd^ arc true I) ' 
The Whole that charms thee, abfolutely Vain ; 
Vain, and far worfe!— Think Thou, with dying Men 5 
O cmdefrml to think as Angels think ! 
O toUrate a Chance for Happinefs ! 
Our Nature fuch. 111 Chsice enfures 111 Fate j 
And Hell had been, tho* there had bcqnno God. 
Doft Thou not know, my new Aftronomer ! 
Earth turning fr<Hn the Sun^ brings Night to Man ? 
Mariy turning frpm his God, brings tndkfs Night 5 . 
Where Thou canft read no Morals^ find no Friend^ 
Amend no Manners^ and cxpcft no 2tate. 
How deep the Darknefs ! and the Groan,, how hud I 
And far, how far, from JambetU are the Flames ! 
Such is Loa5NZO*s Pu^chafe ! S\4ch his Praife ! 
The Proud, the Politic, Lorenzo's PrjufC:!. 
Tho', in his Ear, and level'd at his Heart, 
I*yc half read o*er the Volume of the Skies. 

For think not Thou haft heard all This from me % 
My Song but echoes what Great Nature ipeaks : 
What has Ihe fpoken ? Thus the Godd^ft fpoke. 
Thus fpeaks for ever :— " Place, at Nature's HEead, 
" A Sovereign, which o'er all Things rolls his Eye, 
*' Extends His Wing, promulgates His Commands, 
** But, above all, difRifes endlefs Good ; 
** To whm for fure Redrcfs, the Wyot^'d may fly : 

'' Tlie. 
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*• The Vile, for Mercy j and the Pain*d, for Peace j 
« By Wbim^ the various Tenants of thcfc Spher^ 
** Divcrfify'd in Fortunes, Pkce, and Powers, 
•* Rais'd in Enjoyment, as in Worth they rife, 
^ Arrive at length (if worthy fuch Approach) 
** At that bleft Fountain-Head from which they ftream 
** Where Conflidt paft redoubles prcfcnt Joy ; 
** And prefent Joy looks forward on Increafe ; 
" And That, on more ; no Period ! ev'ry Step 
" A double Boon ! a Prcmife^ and a Blifs:' 
How eafy fits this Scheme, on human Hearts ! 
It fuits their Make 5 it fooths their vaft Defircs ; 
Pql^n is pleased ; and Reafon afks no more ; 
'ris Rational ! Tis Great ! — ^But what is Tbine? 
It darkens! fhocks! excruciates! and confounds ! 
Leaves us quite naked, both of Help, and Hope, 
Sinking from Bad to Worfc \ few Years, the Sport 
Of Fortune \ then, the Morfel of Defpair. 

Say, then, Lorenzo! (f^ Thou know'ft it wdi) 
What's Fice ? — Merc Want of Compafs in ourThought. 
Heligion^ what? — The Proof of Conmon-Senfe \ 
How art thou whooted, where the iMifi prevails / 
Is it «ry Fault, li^thefe Truths call thee Fool? 
And thou Ihalt never be mfcaWd by me. 
Can neither Sbamey nor Terror y ftand thy Friend ? 
And art ThoU//// an Infeft in the Mire ? 
How, like thy Guardian Angel, have I flown ; 
Snatch'd thee from Earth j efcorted thee thro* all 

Th'Ethcrcal 
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Th* Ethereal Armies ; walkt thee, like a God, 
Thro* Splendors of firft Magnitude, arranged 
On cither Hand ; Clouds thrown beneath thy Feet 3, 
Clofe-cruis*d on the bright Paradife of God ; 
And ilmoft introduced thee to The'Throne ! 
And art Thou ftill caroufing, for Delight, 
Rank Poifon ; firft, fermenting to mere Frothy 
And then fubfiding into final Gallf 

Xo Beings of {nhVimt^ immortal Make, ' 

How ihocking is all Joy, whofe End is fure ! 

Such Joy more Ihocking ftiU, the more it charms ! 

And doft Thou chufe what ends, ere well-begun ? 

And Infamous, as Short ? And doft Thou chufe 

(Tbouj to whofe Palate Glory is fo fweet) 

To wade into P^^/V/^», thro* Contempt^ 

Not of poor Bigots only, but thy ^» ? 

For I have peepM into thy covered Heart, 

And feen it blufh beneath a boaftful Brow ; 

For, by ftrong Guilt's moft violent AfTault, 

Conlcience h but di fabled^ not defirofd. 

O Thou moft Awful Being, and moft Vain! 
Thy Will, \iO^ frail ! how glorious is thy Power ! 
Tho' dread Eternity has fown her Seeds 
Of Blifs, and Woe, in thy dcfpotic Bread ; 
Tho' Heav'n, and Hell, depend upon thy Choice! 
A Butterfly come 'crofs, and Both are fled. 
Is this the Pi<5hire of a Rational ? 
This Horrid Image, (hall it be moft Juft ? 

A a LoRxirzo! 
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Lorenzo ! No : It cannot,— ^/^^iZ? not be, • 
If there, is Force in Reafon \ or, in Sounds 
Chanted beneath the Glimpfes of the Moon, 
A Magic, at this planetary Hour, 
When Slumber locks the gen'ral Lip, and Dreams 
Thro* fenfelefs Mazes hunt Souls un-injpir'd. 
Attend— The facred Myfteries b^in — 
My Iblemn Night-bom Adjuration hear ; 
Hear, and Til raife thy Spirit from the Duft ; 
While the Stars gaze on this Inchantmcnt new-y 
Inchantment, not Infernal, but Divine ! 

*' Bp Siknce^ Death's peculiar Attribute 5 
** JBj DarkncfSj Guilt's inevitable Doom ; 
•* 2Bp Darknefsy and by Silence^ Sifters dread! 
** That draw the Curtain round Night's ebon Throne, 
** And raife Ideas, folcmn as the Scene ; 
** 2&P NIGHT, and all of Awful, Night prefents 
*' To Thought^ or Senfe (of Awful much, to Both, 
" The Goddefs brings) ! IBp Thefc her trembling Fires^ 
•* Like Vesta's, ever-burning ; and, like hers^ 
** Sacred to Thoughts immaculate, and pure ! 
*' ff.p thefe bright Orators, that^rw^, zxidpraiji^ 
" And prefs thee to revere, the DEITY, 
" Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd awhile, 
** To reach His Throne ; as Stages of the Soul, 
>' Thro' which, at difPrent Periods, fhe fhall pafs, 
** Refining gradual, for her finil Height, 
" And purging off fome Drofs at ev'ry Sphere] . 
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«• SBp this dark Pall thrown o'er the filent World ! 

•* 3B8 die World's Kings, and Kingdoms, moft renownU> 

•* From Ihort Ambition's Zenith fet for ever j 

** Sad Prefage to vain Boaftcrs, now in Bloom ! 

•* IB? the long Lift of fwift Mortality, 

•* From Adam downward to this Evening's Knell, 

*^ Which Midnight waves in Fancfs ftartled Eye ; 

** And Ihocks her with a hundred Centuries 

•* Round Deaths black Banner throng'd, in human 

" Thought ! 
c« IB? Thoufands, now^ refigning their laft Breath, 
*• And calling Thee— wert Thou fo wife to hear ! 
•* 3IBb Tombs o'er Tombs arifmg ; human Earth 
*^ Ejefted, to make room for — ^human Earth 5 
« The Monarch's Terror! and the Sexton's Trade! 
** HBb pompous Obfequies, that Ihun the Day, 
•* The Torcl> funereal, and the nodding Plum^ 
•* Which makes poor Man's Humiliation proud 5 • 

" Boaft of our Ruin! Triumph of our Duji ! 
" IB? the damp Vault that weeps o'er Royal Bones ; 
" And the pale Lamp, that (hews the ghaftly Dead» 
** More ghaftly, thro' the thick-incumbent Gloom ! 
" IBp Vifits (if there are) from darker Scenes, 
** The gliding Speftre ! and the groaning Grove ! 
** IB? Groans, and Graves, and Miferies that groan 
" For the Grave's Shelter ! 25p defponding Men, 
*• Senfelefs to Pains of Death, from Pangs of Guilt ! 
•' 2Bp Guilt's laft Audit ! 25p you Moon in Blood, . 

Aaa «Thc 
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•* The rocking Firmament, the falling Stars, 
** And Thunder's laft Difcharge, great Nature's KncU \ 
•* SB? SECOND'Cfo^^; and Eternal Nighf'''^ 
Be wise — ^Nor let Phil akdeh blame my Cbarm^ 
But own not ill-difchargM my double Debt,. 
Love to the Living ; Duly to the Dead. 

For know, Ttn but Executor; He left 
This moral Legacy 5 / make it o'er 
By bis Command ; Philander hear in me ; 
And Hcav'it in both.— If deaf to Thefe, Oh ! hear 
Florello*s tender Voice ; HUVfcsi depends 
On Tby Refol^e ; it trembles at Thy Choice ; 
For His Sake-— love Thyfelf: Example ftrikcs 
All human Hearts ; a bad Example more -, 
More flill, a Father's ; That enlures his Ruin^ 
As Parent of his Being, wouldft thou prove 
Th* unnatural Parent of his Miferies, 
And make him curfe the Being which thou gav'ft? 
Is this the BIcffing of fo fond a Father ? 
If carcLefs of LoRENao ! fpart, Oh! fpare, 
Florzllo's Father,- and PHJLANDEft*s Friend j 
Flore llo's Father ruia*dy ruins Him ; 
And from Philani>er's Friend the World expG(fls^ 
A Conduft,. no Diflionour to the Dead. 
Let Paffion do,, what nobler Motive fliould. ; 
Let Love^ and Emulation^ rife in Aid 
To Reafcn j and perfuade thee tg be — Blcff. 

... Tjii 
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This fecms not a Requcft to be dcny'd % 
Tct (fuch th* Infatuation of Mankind!) 
^Tis the moft Hopelefsj Man can make to Man, 
Shall 1, then, riic in Argument, and W^mth ; 
And urge Piwlawder^ pofthumous Advice, 
From Topics yet unbroach'd ? — 
But Oh ! I faint ! my Spirits fail ! — Nor ftrange 5 
So long on Wing, and in no middle Clime ; 
To which my Great Creator's Glory calPd : 
And calls — ^but, now, in vain. Sleep^s dewy Wand 
Has ftrok'd my drooping ^-ids, and promifis 
My long Arrear of Reft ; the downy G^ 
. ^ Wont to return with our returning Peace) 
Will paj^ ere-long, and bicfs me with Repofe- 
Hafte, hafte, fweet Stranger ! from thePeafant's Cot, ' 
The Ship-boy's Hammock, or the Soldier's Straw, 
Vfhsxict Sorrow never chas'd thee*, with thee bring. 
Not hideous Vifions, as of late ; but Draughts 
Delicious of well-tafted, cordial, Reft; 
Man's rich Reftorative j his balmy Bath, 
That fupples, lubricates, and keeps in Play, 
The various Movements of this nice Machine, 
Which aflcs fuch frequent Periods of Repair. 
WhcQ tir'd with vain Rotations of the Day ; 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding Dawn ; 
Frelh we Ipin on, till Sicknefs clogs our Wheels, • 
Or Death Q^xtt breaks the Spring, and Motion ends.. 
When will it end with Me ? 

Aaj — ** Thou 
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" Thou only know'ft, 
** Thou, whole broad Eye the Futarej and thtPafi^ 
** Joins to the Prefent •, making One of Three 
*' To mortal Thought ! Thou know'ft, AndTnou alone, 
** All-knowing!— All-unknown!-And yet Well-known! 
" Near, tho' Remote ! and, tho* Unfathom^d, Felt ! 
** And, tho* Invifible, for ever Seen ! 
" And Seen in All 1 The GretU^ andthe Aff»K/^; 
•• Each Globe above, with its Gigantic Race, 
•* EachFlow'r, each Leaf, with its fmall People fwarm'd, 
" (Thofc puny Vouchers for OMNiPorfiNCB !) 
** To the Firft Thought, that afks, « From whence^ 

" declare 
*• Their condmon Source. Thou Fountsun running o*cr 
«* In Rivers of communicated Joy ! 
" Who gaVft us Speech for far, far huml>ler Themcs^l 
^* Say, by what Name (hall I prefume to call 
*' Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs Suns, 
" As Mcfes^ in the Bujh ? Illustrious Mind ! 
*' The whole Creation, Lefs, far Lefs^ to Thee, 
** Than That to the Creation's ample Round. 
*« H<5w fhall I name Thee ? — How my labouring Soul 
** Heaves underneath the Thought, too big for Birth! 

« Great Syftem of Perfeftions! Mighty Caufe 
«* Of Caufcs mighty ! Caufe uncaus'd! Sole Root 
" Of Nature^ that luxuriant Growth of GOD! 
« Firft Father of EffeSis ! that Progeny 
•• Of endlcfs Series j where the Golden Chan^ 
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•• Laft Link admits a Period, Who can tell ? 

** Father of All that is or heard, or hears ! 

** Father of All that is or feen, or fees ! 

" Father of All that is, or Jhall arifc ! 

**"Fathcr of this immeafurable Mafs 

*' Of Matter multiform ; or denfe, or rare ; 

** Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at Refl- ; 

** Minute, or pafling Bound ! in each Extreme 

** Of like Amaze, and Myftery, to Man. 

** Father of thefe bright Millions of the Night I 

" Of 'Which the Leaft full Godhead had proclaim'd, . 

** And thrown the Gazer on his Knee — Or, fay, 

*' Is Appellation higher ftill. Thy Choice ? 

** Father of Afo//^s Temporary Lords ! 

" Father df Spirits ! Nobler Offspring ! Sparks 

« Of high Paternal Glory ! ridi-endow*d 

*' With various Meafures^ and with various Modes 

*' Of InJlinSl^ Reafon, Intuition ; Beams 

•* More pafc, or bright from Day Divine^ to break 

" The Dark of Matter organized (the Ware 

" Of all &eated Spirit) ; Beams, that rife 

** Each over other in fuperior Light, 

** Till the Laft ripens intoLuftre ftrong, 

** Of next Approach to Godhead. Fathenfond 

** (Far foAder than c*er bore that Name on Earth) 

«' Of IntelkSlud Beings ! Beings bleft 

*' With Powers to pleafc Thee ; not of paflivc Ply 

** To Laws they know not -, Beings lodg'd in Seats 

^ Of well-adapted Joys ; in difPrent Domes 

Aa4 «0f 
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'* Of this Imperial Palace for thy Sons 5 

*♦ Of this proud, populous, well-policy- d, 

** Tho* boundkfs Habitation, planned by Thee ; 

•« Whofe fcvcral Clans their fcvcral Climates fuit \ 

^^' And Tranfpofition, doubdefs, would dcftroy. 

*'* Or, Oh ! indulge. Immortal King ! indulge 

*' A Tide, Icfs auguft indeed, but more 

** Endearing ; ah ! how fweet in human Ears ! 

*• Sweet in our Ears ! and Triumph in our Hearts! 

/* Falbp" of InwwriaUty to Man / 

" A Theme that * lately fet my Soul on Fire.— 

** And Thpu the Next ! yet Equal ! Thou, by whom 

♦' That Blefling was convey'd \ far more! was^^w^foj 

*' Ineffable the Price ! By whom all Worlds 

^' Were rpadc 5 and One, redeemed ! llluftrious Light 

** From Light lUuftrious ! Thou, whofe Rtgal Powg, 

" Finite in Time^ but Infinite in Space^ 

** On more than adamantine Bafis fix'd, 

^' O'er more, far more, than Diadems, and Thrones, 

*« Inviolably reigns ; the Dread of Gods I 

** And Oh ! the Frie)id of Man ! Beneath whofe FoQt, 

•* And by the Mandate of whofe awfiil Nod, 

•* All Regions, Revolutions, Fortunes, Fates, 

^* Of Jiigh, of Low, of Mind, and Matter, rolj 

" Thro* thp ihort Chancls of expiring Tim^ 

" Or fliorelefs Ocean qf Eternity, 

" C^m^ or Tempeftuous (as Thy Spirit breathes) 

•^ In abfolutc Subjeftjon !^— And, O Thqu 

^ N»ght thf Sixth, ftnd Scvepti, 
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^* The glorious Third 1 Diftindl, not Separate ! 
*' Beaming from Both ! with Both Incorporate ! 
** And (ftrange to tell !) incorporate with Duft f 
*' By Condefccnfion, as *rhy Glory, great, 
*' Enlhrin'd in Man ! Of human Hearts,, if pure, 
*' Divine Inhabitant ! The Tie Divine 
** Of Hcav'n with diftant Earth ! By whom, I truft, 
*' (If not infpir'd) unccnfur'd this Addrefs 
** ToTHEE,toTHEM — ToWhom ? — MyftcriousPowcr! 
** Reveard — ^yet Unreveal'd ! Darknefs in Light! 
*' Number in Unity ! our Joy ! our Dread! 
** The Triple Bolt that lays all Wrong in Ruin ! 
*' That animates all Right, the Triple Sun ! 
^* Sun of the Soul ! her never-fetting Sun ! 
^^ Triune, Unutterable, Uncondeiv'd, 
** Abfconding, yet Demonftrablc, Great God ! 
** Greater than Greateft ! Better than the Beft ! 
" Kinder than Kindeft ! with foft Pity's Eye, 
*' Or (ftronger yet to fpeak it) with Thine Own^ 
*' From Thy bright Home, from that high Firmamentil 
*' Where Thou, from all Eternity, haft dwelt j 
♦* Beyond Archangels unajjijied Ken \ 
*' From far above what Mortals Higheft call j 
*' From Elevation's Pinacle \ Look down, 
*? Through— What ! Confounding Interval ! Thro* All, 
^ *' And more, than laboring Fancy can conceive j 
•* Thro' radiant Ranks of Eflences unknown ; 
*♦ Thro' Hierarchies from Hierarchies detach'd 

« Round 
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** Round various Banners of Omnipotence, 

** With cndlds Change of rapt'rous Duties fir'd ; 

" Thro* wond'rous Beings interpolihg Swarms, 

« All cluttering at the Call, to dwell in Thee j 

« Thro* this wide Watte of Worlds ; this Vifta vaft, 

** All fanded o'er with Suns ; Suns tum'd to Night 

** Bcfore7*yfeebleftflcam— Look down— down— down, 

** On a poor breathing Partick in Duft, 

** Or, lower, — an Xmmortd in his Crimes. 

** His Crimes forgive ! Forgive his Virtues, too ! 

" Thofc fmaller Faults ; Half-Cofiverts to the Right. 

** Nor let me clofe Thofe Eyes, which never more 

" May fee the Sun (tho' Night's defccnding Scale 

" Now weighs up Mom), Unpity'd, and Unbleft! 

" In ^ Difplestfure dwells eternal Pain ; 

" Pain, our Averfion ; Pain, which flrikes me »w 5 

" And, fmce all Pain is terrible to Man, 

** Tho* trinfient. Terrible 5 at T:hy good Hour, 

" Gently, ah gently, lay me in my Bed, 

^« My CUrf'Cold Bed] by Nature, now, fo near • 

" By Nature, hear ; ftill nearer by Difeaife ! 

" Till Then, be this\, an Emblem of my Grave : 

" Let it but-preach the Preacher ; Ev'ry Night 

" Let it outcry the Boy at Philip's Ear; 

'" That Tongue of Death ! That Herald of the Tonib! 

" And when (the Shelter of thy Wing impior*d) 

" My Seiifesy footh'd, fliall fmk in foft Repofe j 

." O fink this Truth ftill deeper in my Soul, 

Su^cftcd 



cc 
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« Suggcftcd by my Pillow, figa'd by Fate^ 
^ Firft, In Ftf/^s Volume^ at the Page joI Man^ 
" Man's Jickly Souly tho^ turrid and tofs'dfor ever^ 
•* From Side to Side^ cm reft on nought but The! > 
« Here, in full Truft ; Hereafter, infuU Joy. 
** On Thee, the promised, furc, eternal Down 
** Of Spirits, toiPd.in Travel thro' this Vale. 
** Nor of that Pillow fliall »y Soul dcfpond ; 
*' For— Love Almighty! Love Almighty! (Sing, 
*' Exult, Creation !) Love Almighty, reigns ! 
** That Death of Death ! that Cordial of Dejpair / 
** And loud ExERkiTy's triumphant Song ! 

" Of Whom,no more: — For, OThou Patron-God! 
*' Thou Godj and Mortal ! Thence fnore God to Man ! 
*' Man's Theme eternal I Man's eternal Theme'! 
*' Thou can'ft not 'fcape uninjured from our Praife. 
** Uninjur'd from our Praife can lit efcapc, 
** Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows 
** The Hcav'n of Heav'ns, to kifs the diflSant Earth ! 
*• Breathes out in Agonies a finlcfs Soul ! 
" Againft the Crofs, Death^s Iron Sceptre breaks \ 
•* From familh'd Ruin i)lucks her human Prey ! 
'' Throws wide the Gates Celeftial to His Foes I 
*' Their Gratitude, for fuch a boundlcfs Debt> 
*' Dieputes xii\jdY Suffering Brothers to receive ! 
*' And, if deep human Guilt in Payment fails ; 
** As deeper Guilt, prohibits our Dejpair ! 
^ Injoins it, as our Duty, to Rejoice I 

" And 
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** And (todofe All), omnipotently kind, 

^ * Takes His Ddigbts amougtbe Sons of Mgn^* 

What Words are Theic ! — ^And did they come from 
Heaven? 
And were they fpoke to Man? To guilty Man? 
What are allM)^ries to Love like This ! 
The Song of Angels» all the Mdodies 
Of, Choral Gods, are wafted in the Sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate the broken Heart, 
Tho* plung'd, before, in Horrors dark zs Night: 
Rich Prelibation of <onfimmate Joy ! ^ 

Nor wait we Diffolution to be blcft 

This final Effort of the moral Muft, 
Howjuftly + TVxfei/ Norformeabne; 
For all that read ; what Spirit of Support, 
What Heights of Consolation, crown my Song! 

Then, fafewel NIGHT ! Of Darknefe, now, no more; 
Joy breaks; 4hincs, triumphs; *tis eternal Day. 
Shall that which rifes out of Nought complwi 
Of a few Evils, paid with endlcfs Joys ? 
My Soul, henceforth, in fwccteft Union join 
The Twp Supports of Human Happinefs, 
Which fomc, erroneous, think can never meet ; 
True Tafte of lift y and conftant Thought of Death \ 
The Thought of Deaths fole Viftor of its Iktail 

f Prsv. Chap. viii. f The ConfJatloit. 
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Hope be thy Joy \ and Frolnty thy SkiU ; * 
Xhy Pafron He, whofe Diadem has droppM 
Yon Gems of Heav'n 5 Eternity^ thy Prize: 
And leave the Racers of the fVarU their Own, 
Their Feather, and their Froth, for endkfe Toils ; 
Xhey part with All for That which is not Bread ; 
They mortify, they ftarve, on Wealth, Fame, Power | 
And laugh to Scorn the FocU that aim at more. 
How muft a Spirit, late efcap'd from Earth, 
Suppofe Phiuinder's, Lucia's, or Narcissa^s, 
The T^rutb of Things new-blazing in its Eye, 
Look back, aftonilh'd, on the Ways of Men, 
Whofe Lives whole Drift is to forget their Graves I 
And when onr. prefent Privilege is paft. 
To fcourgc us with due Senfe of its Abufe^ 
Tilt fame Aftonifliment will feize us All. 
What th^n muft pain us, would preferve us mm^ 
Lorenzo ! 'tis not yet too late : Lorenzo ! 
Seize Wifdom, ere 'tis Torment to be Wife 9 
That is^ SAit^Wifdottty eie flic fcizes Thee. 
For, what, my fmall Philofopher ! is Hell? 
Tis nothing, but full Knowlege of the Truths 
When Trutby refitted long, is fworn our Foe ; 
And calls Eternity to do her Right. 

Thus, Darknefs aiding Intelkftual Light, 
And Sacred Silence whifp'ring Truths Divine, 
And Truths Divine converting Pain to Peace, 
My Song the Midnight Raven has o\jtwing'd> 

And 
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And fbot, amtntious of unbounded Scenes 
Beyond the flamii^ Limits of the World, 
Her gloomj Flight. But what avails the Flight 
Of Fttacfy when our Hearts remain below ? 
Virtue jd)iounds in Flatteren, and Foes } 
•Tis Pride, to pnuie her; Ftaance, to pctfcHtn. 
To BKNc than Words, to more than Worth of Tongue, 
LoREHzo ! rife, at this auffudous Hour ; 
An Hour, whenHeav'n's moft intimate widiManj 
When, like a falling Sur, the Ray Divine 
Glides fwift into the Bolbm of the Jm^\ 
And Juft are AIJ, ietenmiCi to recl^m ; 
Which fets that Title high, within thy Reach. 
Awake, then: Thy Philandir calls: Awake! 
Thou, who Ihalt wake, when.the Creation aeeps} 
When, like a Taper, aU thefe Suns expire j 
When Time, like Him of Gaza in his Wrath, 
Plucking the Pillara that fupport the World, 
In Nature's ample Ruins lies entomb'd j 
And Midnight, t/»owy2»/ Midnight ! reigns. 



END of the Night-Thoughts. 
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PARAP HRASE 

Part of the Book of JOB. 

THRICE Happy 7e?* long Hv'd in Regal State* 
Nor law the Sumptuous Eaft aPrincc fo Great y 
WhofeWorldlyStoresinfuchAbundanccflow*^ 
Whofe Heart with fuch exalted Vutue glove'd. 
At length Misfortunes take their Turn to reign^ 
And Ills oa Ills fuccced ; A dreadful Train I 
What Now but Deaths, and Poverty, and Wrong, 
The Sword wide- wafting, the reproachful Tongue, 
And fpotted Plagues, that mark'd his Limbs all o'er 
So thick with Pains, they wanted Room for more ? 
A Change fo ikd what Mortal Heart could bear ? 
Exhaufted Woe had left Him nought to fear. 
But gave Him All to Grief. Low Earth He preft^ 
Wept in the Duft, and forely fmote his.Breaft. 
His Friends around the deep Affliftion moum'd. 
Felt all his Pangs, and Groan for Groan returned j 
In An^ifh of their Hearts their Mantles rent. 
And Sev'n long Days in folemn Silence fpcntj 

A 
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A Debt of Reverence to Diftrcfi fo great ! 
Then Job contain'd no more ; but curs'd his Fat6 
His Day of Birth, its inaufpicious Light 
He wifhes funk in Shades of endlefs Night, 
And blotted from the Year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, in(lantD6ith; impatient for the Grave, 
That 5eat of Peace, that Manfion of Repofe, 
Where Reft and Mortals* are no longer Foes j 
Where CounfcUors are Huih'd, and Illighty Kingl 
(O happy Turn !) no more arc Wretched Things. 

His Words were daring, and difpleas'd his Friends 5 
His Conduft They reprove, and He defends ; 
And now They kindled into warm Debate, 
And Sentiments opposed with equal Heat j 
Fixt in Opinion, Both refufe to yield. 
And fummon all their Reaibn to the Field : 
So high at length their Arguments were wrought, 
They reached the laft Extent of- Human Thought : 
A Paufc cnfu'd. — ^When, lo ! Hcav'n interposed. 
And awfully the long Contention clos'd. 
Full o*cr their Heads, with terrible Surprize, 
A fudden Whirlwind blacken*d all the ' kies 
(They Saw, and Trembled!) : FromtheDarknefs broke 
A dreadful Voice, and thus th' Almighty Ipoke. 

Who gives his Tongue a Loofe fo bold and vain, 
Ccnfurw my Conduft, and reproves my Reign ? 

Lifts 
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Lifts up his Thought againft Me from the Duft, 
And tells the World's Creator what is Juft ? 
Of late fo bra^, now lift a dauntlefs Eye, 
Face my Demand, and give it a Reply : 
Where didft Thou dwell at Nature's early Birth ? 
Who laid Foundations for the fpacious Earth ? 
Who on its Surface did extend the Line, 
Its Form (determine, and its Bulk confine ? 
Who fix'd the Corner-Stone ? What Hand, declare. 
Hung it on Nought, and Jaften'd it in Air •, 
When the bright Morning Stars in Concert fung, 
When Heav'n's high Arch with loud Hofaima's rung. 
When fliouting Sons of God the Triumph crown'd. 
And the wide Concave thundcr'd with the Sound ? 

Earth's num'rousJCf»j^^i«i, haft Thou viewed them ail? 
And can thy Span of Knowlege grafp the Ball ? 
.Who hcav*d the M&untain^ which fublimely ftands. 
And cafts its Shadow into diilant Land^i 

"Who, ftrctching forth his Sceptre o'er the Deep^ 
Can that wild World in ducSubjeftion keep ? 
I broke the Globe, I fcoop*d its hoUow'd Side, 
And did a Bafon for the Floods provide •, 
I chain them witl> nly Word ; the boiling Sea, 
" Work'd up in Tempefts, hears my great Decree > 
" Thus far, thy floating Tide fliall be convey'd -, 
** AncJ Here, O Main, be thy proud Billows ftay'd.* 

Bb Haa 
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Haft Thou explored the berets of the Deep, 
Where, (hut from Ufe, unnumbered Treafurcs flccp 5 
Where down a Thoufand Fathoms fronfthc Day, 
' Springs the great Fountain, Mother of the Sea ? * 
Thofe gloomy Paths did thy bold Foot e'er tread. 
Whole Worlds of Waters rolling o'ef thy Head? 

Hath the cleft dnin open'd wide totTiee ; 
Death*s inmoft Chambers didft Thou ever fee ? 
E'er knock at his tremendous Gate, and wade ' 
To the black Portal thro* th* incumbent Shade ? 
Deep are thofe Shades ; but Shades ftill deeper hide 
My Counfcls from the Ken of human Pride, 

Where dwells the Ught^ in what refulgent Dome ? 
And where has Darknefs made her difiual Home? 
Thou know'ft, no doubt, fince thy large Heart is fraught 
With ripen'd Wifdom thro* long Ages brought. 
Since Nature was calFd forth wtenThau waft byj 
And into Being rofe beneath thine Eye ! 

Are Mjls begotten ? Who their Father knew ? 
From whom defcend the pearly Drops of Dew ? 
To bind the Stream by Night, what Hand, can boaft. 
Or whiten Morning, with the hoary Froft ? ^ 

Whofe powerful Breath, from Northern Regions blown, 
Touches the Sea, and turns it into Stone ? 
' A fudden Defart fpreads o'er Realms defaced. 

And lays one half of the Creation wafte ? 

Thou 
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Thou know'ft Me not j Thy Blindnefs cannot fee 
How vaft a Diftance parts thy God from Thee. 
Canft Thou mWbirlwinds mount aloft ? Canft Thou 
In Clouds and Darknefs wrap thy awful Brow ? 
And when Day triumphs in meridian Light, 
Put forth thy Hand, and fliade the World with Night ? 

Who launch'd theOiwi* in Air, and bid them roll 
Sufpcnded.Scas aloft, from Pole to Pole ? 
Who can refrefh the burning fan^y Plain, 
And quench the Summer with a Wafte of Rain I 
Who in rough Defarts, far from Human Toil, 
Make Rocks bring forth, and Defolation fmile ? 
There blooms the Rofe, where human Face ne'er Ihone, 
And fpreads its Beauties to the Sun alone. 

To check the Show'r, who lifts his Hand on high. 
And Ihuts the Sluices of th' cxhaufted Sky, 
. When Earth no longer mourns her gaping Veiris, 
. Her naked Mountains, and her ruffet Plains •, 
But, new in Life, a chearful Profpeft yields 
Of fliining Rivers, and of verdant Fields •, 
When Groves and Forcfts lavifh all their Bloom, 
• And Earth and Heav'n are fill'd with rich Perfume ? 

Haft Thou e'er fcal'd my wintry Skies, and feen 
Of Hail2sA Snows my Northern Magazine ? 
Thefe the dread Treafures of mine Anger are. 
My Fund of Vengeance f9r the Day. of. War, 

, B b a • When 
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When Clouds rain Deaths and Storms, at my Commafld, 
Kage thro* the World, or wafte a guilty Land. 

Who taught die rapid Winis to fly fo faft. 
Or (hakes the Centre with his Eaftem Blaft ? 
Who from the Skies can a whole Deli^ pour t 
Who (farikes thro* Nature with the folemn Roar 
Of dreadful Tbunderj points it where to fall. 
And in fierce Lightning wraps the flying Ball ? 
Not he who trembles at the darted Fires, 
Falls at the Sound, and in the Flafh expires. 

Who drew the Comet out to fuch a Size, 
And pourM hi« flaming Train o'er half the Skies? 
Did thy Refentmcnt hang him out ? docs He 
Glare on the Nations, and Denounce, from Thee ? 

Who on low Earth can moderate the Rein, 
That guides the Stars along th* sethcreal Plain; 
Appoint their Sealbns, and dtreft their Courfe, 
Their Luftrc brightent and fupply their Force f 
Canft thou the Skies Benevolence reftrain> 
And caufe the Pkiades to Ihinc in vain ? 
Or, when Om» fparkies from his Sphere,. 
Thaw the cold Scafon, and unbind the Year.? 
Bid Mazzerotb his deftin*d Station know,. 
And teach the bright ArSiurus where to glow ? 
Mine is the Nighty with all her Stars ; I pour 

Myriads, and Myriads I refervc in Store. 

Doft 
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Doft Thou pronounce where Day-light (hall be bom. 
And draw the Purple Curtain of the Morn ; 
Awak$ the Sun^ and bid him come away. 
And glad Thy World with his Obfequious Ray ? 
Haft Thou, inthron*d in flaming Glory, driven 
Triumphant round the fpacious Ring of Hcav'n ? 
That Pomp of Light, what Hand fo far difplays^ 
That diftant Earth lies bafldng in the Blaze ? 

Who did the Scul with her rich Powers inveft. 
And light up Reafqn in the Human Breaft^ 
To Ihine, with frclh Increafe of Luftre, Bright, 
When Stars and Sun are fet in endlcfs Night ? 
To thefc my various Qucftions make Reply- 

Th* Almighty fpoke 5 and, fpeaking, (hook the Sky. 

What then, CbaltUan Sire, was thy Surprize ! 
Thus Thou, with trembling Heart, and down-caft Eyes: 
'' Once and again, which! in Groans deplore, 
** My Tongue has errM •, but Ihall prcfume no more. 
" My Voice is in eternal Silence bound, 
" And all my Soul falls proftrate to the Ground.** 

He ceasM : When, lo ! again th' Almighty fpoke ; 
The fame dread Voice from the black Whirlwind broke, 

C^n that Arm meafurc with an Arm Divine ? 
And canft tfeou thunder with a Vokre like Mine ? 

Bbj Or 
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Or in the Hollow of thy Hand contain 
The Bulk <^ Waters, the wide^fpreading Main,, 
When, mad with Tempefts, all the Billows rife 
In all their Rage, and dafli the diftant Skies \ 

Come forth, in Beauty's Excellence arrayM; 
And be the Grandeur of thy Pow'r difplay'd \ 
Put on Omnipotence, and frowning make 
The fpacious Round of the Creation fhake ; 
Difpitch thy Vengeance, bid it overthrow 
Triumphant Vice, lay lofiy Tyrants low. 
And crumble them to Duft. When This is done, 
I grant thy Safety lodged in Thee alone ; 
Of Thee Thou art, and may*ft undaunted ftand 
Behind the Buckler of thine own Right Hand, 

Fond Man ! the Vifion of a Moment made ! 
Dream of a Dream ! and Shadow of a Shade ! 
What Worlds haft Thou produc'djwhatCrcaturesfram'd, 
What Infefts chcrifh'd, that thy God is blaih'd ? 
When, pain*d with Hunger, the wild Rameifs Brood 
Calls upon God, importunate for Food, 
Who hears their Cry, who grants their hoarfe Requcft, 
And ftills the Clamour of the craving Neft ? 

Who in the cruel OJirich has fubdu'd 
A Parent's Care, and fond Inquietude ? 
While far fhe flies, her fcatter'd Eggs are fbund. 
Without an Owner, on the fandy Ground \ 

Gift 
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Caft out on Fortune, they at Mercy lie. 
And borrow Life from an indulgent Sky ; 
Adopted by the Sun, in Blaze of Day, 
They ripen imder his'prolific Ray. 
Unmindful ihe, that fome unhappy Tread 
May crulh her Young in their negledled Btd. 
What time fhe flcims along the Field with Speed, 
She fcoms the Rider, and purfuing Steed, 

How rich the Peacock ! what bright Glories run 
From PluHK to Plume, and vary in the Sun ! 
He proudjy, fpreads them to the golden Ray, 
Gives all his Colours, and adorns the Day ; 
With confcious State the fpacious Round difplays. 
And flowly moyes amid the waving Blaze. 

Who taught thcHawk to find, in Seafons wife. 
Perpetual Summer, and a Change of Skies ? ^ 
When Cloyds deform the Year, fhe mounts the Wind, 
Shoots to the South, nor fears the Storm behind j 
The Sun returning, fhe returns agen. 
Lives in his Beams, and leaves ill Days to Men* 

Tho* ftrong the Hawk, tho* praftis'd well to fly. 
An Eagle drops her in a lower Sky; 
An Eagle^ when, deferting Human Sight, 
She feeks the Sun in her unweary'd Flight, 
Did thy Command her yellow Pinion lift 
So high in Air, and feat her oh the Clift, 

B b 4 Where 
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Whdt far abore thy World flic dwells Alone, 

And proudly makes the Strength of Rocks her own; 

Thence wide o*cr Nature takes her dread Survey, 

And with a Glance predcftinatcs her Prey ? 

She feafts her Young with Blood, and, hov*ring o*cr 

Th' unflaughtcr'd Hoft, enjoys the prom^d Gore. 

Know^ft Thou how many Moons, by Me affign'd, , 
Roll o'er the Mountain Goat^ and Foreft Hind^ 
While pregnant they a Mother's Load fuftain ? 
They bend in Anguilh, and caft forth their Pain. 
Hale are their Young, from Human Frailties freed; . 
Walk unfuftain'd, and unaflifted feed; 
They \ivi at once ; forfake the Dam's warm Side ; 
Take the wide World, with Nature for their Guide, 
]Bound o'er the Lawn» or feek the diftant Glade ; 
And find % Home in each delightful Shade. . 

Will the tall Rem^ which knows no Lord but Mc, 
]Low at the Crib, and afk an Alma of thee f 
Submit his unworn Shoulder to the Yoke, 
Break the ftiff Clod, and o'er thy Furrow fmoak ? 
Since great his Strength, go truft him, void of Care ^ 
J^^ on his Neck the Toil of all the Year ; 
pid him bring hopie the Seafons to thy Doors, 
And caft hi^ Lq^d among thy g^ther'd Stores* 

pidft Thou from Service the WiU-Afs difcharge. 
And break his Bpnds, and bid him live at Urge, 

Thrtf 
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Thro* the wide Wafte, his ample Manfion, roam. 
And lofe Himfelf in his Unbounded Home ? 
By Nature's Hand magnificently fed. 
His Meal is on the Range of Mountains ipread i 
As in pure Air aloft he bounds along. 
He fees in diftant Smoak the City Throng, 
Confcious ot Freedom, fcorns the fmother'd Train, 
The threatening Driver, . and the fervile Rein. 

Survey the warlike Horfe ! didft Thou inVeft 
"With Thunder, his robuft diftended Cheft? 
No Senfe of Fear his dauntlefs Soul allays ; 
'Tis dreadful to behold his Noftril blaze ; 
To paw the Vale he proudly takes Delight, 
And triumphs in the Fulnefs of his Might ; 
High-rais*d, he fnufFs the Battle from afai^, 
Ai;id burns to plunge amid the raging War ; 
And mocks at Death, ind throws his Foam around. 
And in a Storm of Fury Ihakcs the Ground, 
How does his firm, his rifing Heart advance 
Full on the brandifh*d Sword,, and Ihaken Lance ; . 
While his fixt Eye-balls meet the dazling Shield, 
Gaze, and return the Lightning of the Field ! 
He finks the Senfe of Pain in gen'rous Pride, 
Nor feels the Shaft that trembles in his Side ; 
But neighs to the fhrill Trumpet's dreadful Blafl: 
Till Death i and when he groans, he groans his lafl:. 

But fiercer ftill, the Lordly Lion ftalks, 
primly Majeltic in his lonely Walks 5 When 
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When round he glares, all living Creatures fly { 
He dears the Defart, with his rolling Eye. 
Say, Mortal, does he roufe at thy Command, 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy Hand ? 
Doll thou for him in Foreils bend thy Bow, 
And to his gloomy Den the Moriel throw. 
Where bent on Death lie hid his tawny Brood, 
And, couch'd in dreadful Ambufli, pant iot Blood ; 
Or, ftrctchM on broken Limbs, confume the Day, 
In Darknefs wrapt, and flumber o'er their Prey ? 
By the pale Moon they take their deftin'd Round, 
And lafh their Sides, and furious tear the Ground 
Now Shrieks, and dying Groans, the Defart fill ; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous Jaws diftil 
With crimfon Foiwn ; and, when the Banquet's o'er. 
They ftride away, and paint their Steps with Gore ; 
In Flight alone the Shepherd puts his Truft, 
And fliudders at the Talon in the Duft, 

Mild is my Btbmotb^ tho' large his Frame ; 
Smooth is his Temper,, and reprcft his Flame, 
Wbik unprovok'd. This Native of the Flood 
Lifts his broad Foot, and puts afliore for Food ; 
E^h finks beneath him, as he moves along 
To feek the Herbs, and mingle with the Throng* 
Sec, with what Strength his harden'd Loins are bound. 
All over Proof, and Ihut againft a Wound. 
How like a Mountain Cedar moves his Tail ! 
Nor can his complicated Sinews fail. 

Built 
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Built high and wide, his iblid Bones furpafs > 

The Bars of Steel ; his Ribs are R;bs of Brafs 5 
His Port majcftic, and his armed Jaw, 
Give the wide Foreft, and the Mountain, Law. 
The Moqntains feed him -, there the Beafts adnaiK 
The mighty Stranger, and in Dread retire: 
At length his Grcatnefs nearer they fiarvey, 
Qraze in his Shadow, and his Eye obey. 
The Fens and Marilhcs are his cool Retreat, 
His Noontide Shelter from the burning Heat; 
Their fiidgy Bofoms liis wide Couch are made. 
And Groves of Willows give him all their Shade. 
His Eye drinks Jordm up, when, fir'd with Droughl; 
He trufts to turn its Current down his Throat i 
In leflcn'd Waves it creeps along the Plain : 
He finks a River, and He thirfts again. 

Gb to the Nile^ and, from its fruitful Side, 
Caft forth thy Line into the fwelling Ude : 
With flendcr H^ Leviathan command. 
And ftretch his Vaftnefs on the loaded Strand. 
Will he become Thy Servant, will he own 
Thy Lordly Nod, and tremble at Thy Frown? 
Or with his Sport amule thy leifure Day, 
And, bound in Silk, with thy foft Maidens play ? " 

Shall pompous Banquets fwell with fuch a Prize, 
And the Bowl journey round his, ample Size ? 
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Or the debating Merchants Ihare the Prey, 
And various Limbs to various Marts convey ? 
Thro* his firm Skull what Steel its Way can win ? 
What forceful Engine can fubdue his Skin ? 
Fly far, and live \ tempt not his matchlefs Might; 
The Braveft (hrink to Cowards in his Sight ; 
The Ralheft dait not rouie him up : Who then 
Shall turn on Me» among the Sons of Men ? 

Am I a Debtor ?. Hafl. thou ever heard 
Whence come the Gifts which are on Me conferred ? 
My lavilh Fruit a thoufand Valleys fill^ 
And Mine the I^rds, that graze a thoufand Hills : 
Earth, Sea, and Air, All Nature is my own ; 
And Stars and Sun are t)uft beneath my Throne. 
And dar'ft Thou with the World's great Father vye. 
Thou, who dof^ tremble at my Creature's Eye ? 

At full my huge Leviathan (hall rife, 
Boaft all his Strength, and fpread his wond'rous Size. 
Who, great in Arms, e'er ftripp'd his ihining Mail, 
Or crown'd his Triumph with a fingle Scale ? 
Whole Heart fuibuns him to draw near ? Behold, 
Deftruftion yawns ; his fpacious Jaws unfold. 
And, marfhal'd round the wide Expanfe, difcloft 
Teeth cdg'd withDeath, and crouding Rows on Rows : 
What hideous Fangs on either Side arife ! 
And what a deep Abyfs between them lies ! 
Mete with thy Lance, and with thy Plumbet founds 
The One how long, the Other how profound. 
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His Bulk is charged with fuch a furious Soul, 
That Clouds of Smoke From his ipread Noftrils roll. 
As from a Furnace ; and, when rous'd his Ire, 
Fate iffues from his Jaws in Streams of Fine. 
The Rage (£ Tcmpcfts, and the Roar of Seas, 
Thy :^'error, this thy great Superior pleafe ; 
Strength on his ample Shoulder fits in State ; 
His well-joined Limbs are dreadfully complete s 
His Flakes pf folid Fldh arc flow to part ; 
As Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 

When, late- awaked. He rears him from the Floods, 
And, firet<hing forth his Stature to the Clouds, 
Writhes in the Sun aloft his fcaly Height, 
And ftrikes the diftant Hills with tranfient Light, 
Far round arc fatal Damps of Terror fprcad. 
The Mighty fear, nor blufh to own their Dread. 

Lrargc is his Front ; and, when his burnifli'd Eyes 
Lift their .broad Lids, the Morning feems to rife. 

In vain may Deadi in various Shapes invade. 
The fwift-wing'd Arrow, the defcending Blade J 
His naked Breaft their Impotence defies ;• 
The Dart rebounds, the brittle Fauchion flies. ' 

Shup in Himfelf, the War without he hears. 
Safe in the Tempcfl: of their rattling Spears ^ . 
The cumber'd Strand their wafted VoUies ftrow ; 
His Sport, the Rage and Labour of the Foe. 

Hit 
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His Faftimes like a Caldron boil the Flood, 
And blacken Ocean widi the rifing Mud ; 
The Billows feel him, as he works his Way \ 
His hoary Footfteps ikine along tlie Sea ^ 
The Foam high-wrought^ withWhite, divides thcGrecn,' 
And diftant Saik>rs point where De^th had been. • 

His like Earth bears not on her fpacions Face ; 
Alone in Natun ftand& his dauntlefs^ Race^ 
For utter Ignorance of F«ap i^enownid. 
In Wrath he rolls his baleful Eye around ; 
Makes every fwoln, dtfdatnfid Heart liAfide ^ 
And holds Dominioft 6% the Sons of Pride. 

Then- the Chddam easM* his 1^'ring Bre^, 
With fult Comriftion of his Crime oppreft. 

** Thou canft accomplifli All Things, Lord of Might ! 
<* And ev^ry Thought is nafeed to^^thy Sight. 
♦« Butx>h !- Thy Ways are- wonderful, and lie 
«« Beyond the deepeft Reach of mortal Eye. 
«' Oft have I heard oif thine Almighty PowV; 
«^ But never faw Thee till this, dreadful Hour. 
«* O'erwhelm'd'with Shame, the Lord of Life I fecj 
« Abhor myfelf, and give my Soul to Thee. 
c Nor (hall'myWeaknefs tempt Thine Anger more: 
*' Man way not made to Qucftion, but Adore." 

NOTES. 
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IT is difputed among the Critics who was the Author of the 
Book of J A. Sotic give it to Mofes ; fomc to Others. 
As I was engaged in this little Performance, fome Argu- 
ments occurr'd to me, which &vour the former of rfiefc 
Opinions ; which Arguments 1 have flung into the following 
Notes, where Tittle elfc is to be expedbd. 

- Page 383. Thrice Happy Job, &c.] The Almighty'? 
Speech, Chapter xxxviii. Qc» which is what I paraphrafe in 
this little Work, b by much the fineft Part of the nqbleft, 
and moft antient Poem, in the World. Bifhop Patrici txySf 
its Grandeur is as much above all other Poetry, as Thunder 
is louder than a Whifper. In order to fet this diftinguifh'd 
Part of the Poem in a fuller Light, and give the Reader s^ 
clearer Conception of it, I have abridg'd the preceding and 
fubfequent Parts of the Poem, and join'd them to it ; fo 
that this Piece is a Sort of an Epitome of the whole Book of 
Job. 

I ufe the Word Paraphrafe^ becaufe I want another which 
might better anfwer ^to the uncommpn Liberties I have taken. 
I have omitted, added, and tranfpos'd. Tht Mountain^ the Cornet^ 
theSunyZnd other Parts, are inci rely added: ThePeacoci^thcLim^ 
&c. are much inlarg*d : And I have thrown the whole into a 
Method more fui table to our Notions of Regularity. The 
Judicious, if they compare this Piece with the Original, will, 
I flatter myfelf, nnd the Reafons for the great Liberties I have 
indulged myfelf in through the Whole. 

Longinus has a Chapter on Interrogations, which fhews that 
they contribute much to the Sublime. This Speech of the 
Almighty is made up of them. Interrogation feems indee4 

the 
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the proper Style of Majcftjr incens'd. It dif&rs from oihtt 
manner of Reproof, as bidding a Perfon execute himfelf, does 
from a common Execution ; for he that afks the Guilty a 
proper Queftion» makes bim, in eiFe^ pais Sentence on him- 
felf. 

P^ 384* /rwr the Darknefs broke 

A dreadful Veice^ .and thus th^Jlmightj fp^eJ] 
The Book of Joh is well known t6 be Dramatic, and, like the 
Tragedies of olA^Gnecey is. Fi&ion buik on Truth. Probably 
this moft noble Part of it, the Almighty fpeaking out of the 
Whirlwind (fo fuitable to the After-pradice of the Greek Stage, 
when there happened Dignus VindUe Nodus),, is fiditious ; but 
|t is a FicSlion more agreeable to the Time in whic)) Joh lived, 
than to anyfince. Frequent, before the Law, were the Ap- 
pearances of die Almighty after this manner, Exodtif Ch. xix. 
EzeiielCh. i (sTc. Hence is He faid to dweil in thick Darinrfs: 
And have his Waj in the Whirlwind 

Page 385. Thus far thy fioating Tide^ &c.] There is a very 
n^eat Air in all that precedes; but this is fignally Sublime. 
We are ftruck with Admiration to fee the Vaft and Ungovern- 
able Oeean receiving Commands, and pundually obeying themj 
to find It like a manag'd Horfe, raging, tolling, and foaming, 
but by the Rule and Diredion of its Mafter. This Paflagc 
yields in Sublimity to that of Let there he Light, &c. fo mudi 
only, as the abfolute Government of Nature yields to the Crea- 
tion of it. 

The like Spirit in thefe two Paflagcs is no bad concurrent 
Argument, that Mofes is Author of the Book of Joh. 

Page 390. fyhen^ pasted p)lth - Hunger, the wild Raverfs 
Rrood, &c.] Another Argument that ^^i was the Author, 
IS,, that moft of the Creatureis here mention'd are £j5r^/i7». 
The Rcafon given why the Raven is particularly mentioned as 
an Objed of the Care of Providence, is, bccaute, by her cla- 
inorous and importunate Voice, fhe particularly feems always 
calling upon it ; thence it«p«V(r» a K9^u^^ is to afk earneftly, 
jEHan, I ii. c. 48. And fince there were Ravens on the Banks 
of the Nile more clamorous than the reft of that Species, Thofe 
probably are meant in this Pbce. 

Ibid. fPljo in the cruel OJlrzch has fuhdtid, &c.] There arc 
many Inftances of this Bird's Stupidity ; let two fufFxe. 

FirJ}^ It covers its Head in the Reeds, and thinks itfelf aU 
out of Sijiit. 

Ztii 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



N ^ f E S. ^4^1 

-Stat lumine daiifo 



^idendum revohda caput ; creditque hterey 
- '^te non ipfa ^/Wrf— — ^ — - Claud, 

Secon^yj They that go' in Pul;fuit of them, draw the Skip 
of an Ottrich's Neck oit <itic HancJj which prove$ a fufficient 
Lure to take them with the othen 

They have To little Brain, that HeUog'abalus had fix hundred 
Heads tor his Supper.- 

Here we may obferre, that our Judicious as well as Sublime 
Authbr, juft touches the great Points of Diftinftion in each 
Creature, and then haftens to another;^ A Defer iption is exadt 
when you cannot add^ but what is common to another thing 5 
nor withdraw:^ but Tomcthing peculiarly belonging to the 
thing defcrib'd. A Likemfs a loft in too much Defdription, ats 
a meaning often in too much Uluftration. 

Page 391. fVhat time Jhe Jkims along the Fields &c.J Here is 
mark'd another Peculiar Quality of this Creature, which* ne?* 
ther fliesj nor runs diftin6Uy, but has- a Motion con^posM of 
both, andj ufing its Wings as Sails, makes great Speed. 

f^ajla velut Libyie venantum vocibus alet 

Cum premitUKi caKdas curfu tranfmittit arenai^ ' 

inque modum veil ftnuatis famine pennis 

Pulverulenta volat • ^ Claud, in Eutf . 

Ibid. She /corns the Rider y and purfuing Steed.] Xenophon 
(aySi Cyrus had Horfes that could overtake the Goat, and the 
Wild-Afs 5 but none that could reach this Creature. A thou- 
iand golden Ducats^ or a hundred Camelsj was the ftated Price 
of a Horfe that could equal therr Speed. 

Ibid. Hkv Rich tSe Peacock^ &c.] Though this Bird is but 
juft mention'd in my Author, I could not forbear goiiig a little 
farther, and fpreading thofe beautiful Plumes (which are There 
fhut up) into half a dozen Lines. The Circumftance I have 
mark'd of his opening his Flumes to the Sun is true. Expandit 
colores adverfo rmximcfole^ quia fic fulgmtius radiant, Pliu. 1. x. 

€• 20. 

Ibid. Though Jlrovg the Hawky though pra^is'dwil to fy*] 
Thuanus (de Re Jccip.) Mentions a Hawk that flew from Paris 
to London in a Night. 

*^ Cc ArA 
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And the Bgyptiansy in regard to its Swiftncfs, made it their 
J^viuhol for the Wind ; for which Reafon we may foppofc the 
f{a\vk» as wpll as the Crow above^ to have been a Bird of Note 
tji E^ft. 

Page 302. Thtnee JHfide o^er Nature takes her dread Survey, &c] 
7*he iBagie is faid to be of fo acute a Si|ht, that when ibe is fp 
high in Air, that Man cannot fee her^ me cap difcern the fmal* 
Icii FUb under Water- My Author accurately tmderftood the 
Nature of the Creatures he defcribes» and feems to have been a 
Naturalift as wejl as a Poet, which the next Note will confirm. 

Jbid. l^noxvji thou haw many Moons, by me aJfigtCd, &c.] 
Tlie Meaning of thjs Queftion is, Know'ft thou the ^me and 
Circumjiances of their bringing forth ? for to know the Time 
only was cafy, and had nothing extraor4inary in it ; hut the 
Circumftanccs had fomething peculiarly cxpreflTive of God's 
Providence, which makes the Queilion proper in this Place. 
PUny obfervcs, that the Hind w^th Young is by I^iftinS dire6ted 
to a certain Herb called SefiKs^ whi<£ facilitates the Birth. 
'I'bundcr alfo (which looks like the more immediate Hand of 
Providence) has the lame EflFed, Pf xxix. In fo early an Age to 
obferve thefe things may ftile our Author a Naturalift. 

Page 393. Survey the TVarlike Horfe, &c. J The Defcription 
' of the Horie is the mofl celebrated of any in the Poem. There 
is an excellent Critique on it in d\c Guardians. 1 fliall there- 
fore only obferve, that, in this Defcription, as in other Parts of 
this Speech, out Vulgar Tranjlation has much more Spirit than 
.the Septuag^nt i it alv^^ys takes the Original in the mofl poe- 
tical and exalted Senfe, fo that moft Comnientatiprs, even on d^ 
fiehrew itfelf, fall beneath it. 

Page 394. By the pale Moon they take their dcjlin'd Round,Slc.] 
Purfuing the Prey by Night is true of moft wijd Beafb, pat- 
jiculariy the Lion, Pf, civ. v. 20. The Arabians have One 
among their 500 Names for the Lion, which fignifies the 
Hunter by Moonjhine. 

Page 395. he Jin^s a River, and he tbirjls^ again^ &C.J 

Cephrfi glaciale caput, quofuetus anhelam 

Ferrejitim Pyihony amnemque averterePonto, 

Stat. Theb. v. 349, 

^uifpiris tegeret monies, hauriret h/afu 

'Piumina,' hi: — ^ v . . . . 

Qaud. Prarft in Rtif. 
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Let not tben Thj^ Hyperbole feem too much for an Eaftera 
Poet, tho' fome Commentators of Name ftrain hard in this 
JPlace for a new ConftruAion through Fear of it. ^^ 

Page 395. Go to the Nile, fndfrom its fruitful Sidfy Kc] The 
jtaking the Crocodile is moft difficult Diodorus fays they are not 
to be taken but by Iron Nets. When Augujhu conquered Egypt^ 
he ftruck a Medal, the ^mpreis of which was a Crocodile chain- 
ted to a Pahn-Trcc, with this Infcription, Uemo antea religavit. 

Page 3.96W The Rajhefi dare not roufe him upj &c.] This al- 
ludes to a Cuftom of this Creature, which is, when fated with 
Fifhy to come afliore, and fleep among the Reeds^ 

Ibid. ' — Beholdy 

De/iru£lion yawnsy f?is fpacious jfaips unfoldj &c.] TheCroco- 
dife's Mouth is exceeding wide. When he gapes, fays Pliny, 
Fit totum Os^ Martial fays to his old Woman, 

Cumcomparata ri^ibus tuis Ora 
NiUacus habet crocodilus angujla. 

So that theExpreffion here is barely juft* 
• Page 397. Fate ijfuesfrom his Jaws in Streams of Fire.] This 
foo is nearer Truth than at firft V iew may be imagin'd. The 
Crocodile, fay the N;^tun(lifts, lying long under Water, and 
being there forced to hold its Breath, when it emerges, the 
fireath longrepreft is hot, and burfts out fo violenuy, that 
it reiembles Fire and Smoke. The Horfe fupprefles not his 
Breath by any Means fo long, neither is he fo fierce and ani- 
mated ; yet the moftcorred of Poets ventures to ufethe fame 
Metaphor concerning him. 

CoUeSfumque ^ttjpRns vohit fuh naribus ignem. 

By this and the foregoing Note I would caution agdnfl a falfe 
Opinion of the Esotern Boldnefs, from Paffagcs in tbcm ill 
underflood. 

Ihi(L Large is his Fronts and when his hurmfl)d Eyes^ &c. ] 
fiis Eyes are like the Eyelids of the Morning. I think this gives 
us as great an Image of the Thing it woulcT exprefs, as can enter 
th< Thought of Man. It is not improbable, that ^.z Egyptians 
flole their Hieroglyphic for the Morning, which is tne Croco- 
dile's Eye, from this Pafiage, though no Commentator I have 
iccn, mcjitions it. It is cafy to conceive how tlic Egyptians 

ihould 
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Oiould be both Headers and Admirers of the Wrttmgs of Afofa^ 
vhomi foppofc the Author of this Poem. 

I hzr^ obfcrved already, that riiree or four of the Creatures 
liere described are f^^^mii ; the two kft are notoriouflv fo) 
dicy arc the River-horfe, and the Crocodile, thofe cdebrated 
Inluibitants of the Nile ; and on thefe'two it is that our Author 
chiefly dwells* It would have been expcded from an Authormorc 
remote from that River than Mofes, in a Catalogue of Creature^ 
t)roduc'd to magnify their Creator, to have dwelt *on the Two 
largeft Works of his Hand, vtz. the Elephant j and the Whale: 
This is ip natural an Expectation, that fome Commentators 
have rendor'd Behemoth and Leviathan, the Elephant and Whale, 
tho* the Defcriptions in our Author will not admit of it ; but 
Afofa being (as we may well fuppofe) under an immediate 
Terror of the Hippopctamos and Q-ocodile from their daily 
Mifchiefr and Ravs^es around him, it is very accountable vrhy 
he fhould permit them to take place. 



FINIS. 
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